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Little fishes and big fishes 


Author's Notes: 
Nerdy Dave's got it bad for one of his school's jocks.. 


| was a little unsure about even starting to write this fic.. so if someone is actually interested in this story, if 


its not too boring and the plot isn't too banal, I'll go on and upload chapter 2, which l'm already done with. 


"I told you Sean, | get paid in a week" 


Cigarette in one hand, telephone in the other one, the young man paced up and down the storeroom. A grunt 
left his throat at the realization that it wasn't even 6 pm. and he was already sweaty like marathon runner. 
One would think working as a waiter could be a nice job for an off-course college student who desperately 
needs to pay some bill and a rent. Somehow, the hysterical voice screaming through the phone told him reality 


differed. 


"I know it's too late, it always is for you" the brunette retorted, sucking a generous quantity of smoke in. 


"Yeah, | remember about last month's rent. | told you | got it man." 


His back hurt even worse pressed against the wall of brick and looking up at the framed pictures of the 


former owners of the bar, he wondered what point of the food chain he could be positioned at. 
A httle fish Maybe not even a sardine 
"Look man, l'm doing all | can—" 


That's when his supervisor entered the room and placed a couple of big boxes in the darkest corner. In a swift 


movement, the young man stubbed out his cigarette against the reddish brick wall. 

‘Sorry mr. Jones, I'm very busy at the moment. I'll contact you as soon as possible, in the meanwhile please 
keep my..ehr..equipment there as arranged. Thanks for your concern" he said out loud in a diplomatic tone, 
before blurting out a rather hysterical, muffled "don't kick my stuff out and don't call me at work again, got 
it?! We'll talk later. Bye." 

The brunette hung up with a little more energy than he meant to, but his real concern was the skinny, 
irritated, sighing guy standing in front of him with his arms crossed on his chest. He pulled off his glasses and 
rubbed his face before starting to talk 


"How many times do | have to repeat you're not paid to smoke and call girls in the back room during working 


time?" 
The young man shook his head. "l'm sorry Ben, | swear it's—" 


"l'm tired of it, Dave. This is not kindergarten If you don't care about your job, you are not forced to stay!" 
the worn-out man suggested, standing up and putting his glasses back on. 


"No, l.. | need this job. l'm sorry. | swear it's the last time it happens." 
Ben sighed as silence filled the room. Only after a few moments, the man spoke again. 


"Yeah, well, it better be. Cause its the last time | turn a blind eye on your carelessness. There's plenty of 


thirsty customers in the other room and you're here, wasting my time and yours. You got to wake up, Dave." 


"Yes, Sir. Consider it done" he replied happily, opening the door for his boss. As soon as Ben walked out, a case 


of beer in hand, he let out a sigh but it was too soon to claim victory. 
"Ah, and Dave? Bring some case of wine with you, we're running out of it out there." 


"Yeah, sure." 


Left alone with his thoughts once again, Dave picked up an already opened bottle of wine and took a big sip 
before grabbing two big cases and heading to the kitchen 


* eK 


"It was about time! | was starting to think you died back there." 


A vigorous pat on the shoulder remembered Dave life wasn't as desolate as his bank account with a friend like 


ginger Johnny getting him out of the jam. 

"Yeah, sometimes | wish | would!" 

Johnny laughed, bringing several bottles with him out of the kitchen. Dave helped him, parting ways as he 
finally taking notice of much people had joined the already waiting customers he remember sitting in when Sean 
called him. Rushing around the counter, he borrowed a notepad on the fly and headed to a random, empty table 
where a little group of guys and girls of his age goofed off. 

Dave tried his best to hold in a sigh when blue and white football uniforms caught his eye. 

docks and floozies Yay. 

The head - if only he had one couldn't be set in public - of the gang must be the blonde guy smoking in the 
corner, his free arm around his platinum blonde cover girl laughing loutishly, the other hand busy dropping ash 


on the floor. 


"Hey guys, what can | get you?" Dave politely asked, no trace of enthusiasm in his voice, trying not To raise his 


head as much as possible. 
The blonde girl stopped chuckling only to look Dave up and down and raise his brows. 
"| already saw you somewhere. Do you go to Degrassi junior high?" she asked in a fake innocent tone as 


everyone else at the table busted out laughing. "What's so funny? I'm serious, you brats. My litle brother has 
the same shoes" she added. 


Dave sighed. "Really funny. Now..” 


He was about to ask them to please stop fucking around cause there were many others still waiting, when the 
blonde guy inhaled and made eye contact with him. Dave felt light-headed more than stressed out for a 
second, as the view of the prettiest eyes he had ever seen lightened his mind. Everything became a little less 
chaotic at the realization that, maybe, the blonde guy wasn't like the rest of the group. He was wearing a blue 
shirt and had the perfect lip shape. A shy smile even brightened his face until he let out a big puff of smoke.. 
right in Dave's face. Noisy laughters brought the brunette back to planet Earth, remembering him what a 
shitty life he was trapped in. 


"You can't smoke here" he said, a little embarrassed from the eye contact lasted too awkwardly long. He was 
sure everyone must've noticed it. The blonde man put the cigarette out in the ashtray in the middle of the 


table as the smile on his face died out. "Sorry, man. It's the rules." 


The other seemed to notice the way Dave looked at him, a little uncomfortable but still attracted by the 
stranger, and when he leaned back, he bit his lip in a almost teasing way. His friends were too busy joking 
around to notice it but he didn't blink. Even his heart skipped a beat as that lustful tongue moistened thin, pink 
lips. When Dave realized his mouth was half open it was too late. Without saying a word, he paced away, 
drawing the attention of the little group on himself. Lots of ‘what happened?" and ‘where is the weird guy 
going?! were caught by his ears, as he bumped into Johnny. 


"Hey man" he said in a worried voice, gripping Dave by his arms. "Is everything fine?" 


"Yeah, sure" the brunette replied absent-mindedly, pushing the notepad in his friend's chest. Johnny grabbed, 


confused. "I'm not feeling well, can you replace me for five minutes?" 
"Sure.. are you okay, Dave? Could you use an aspirin?" 

Dave smiled, sneaking away from Johnny's grip. 

"No, thanks. | just need some fresh air, don't worry buddy." 


The brunette didn't wait for an answer as he entered the kitchen and rushed to the bathroom, locking himself 
in. For a while, he just pressed his forehead against the cold tiles before breaking down and cry. 


It was heavy. 


Day after day, humiliation after humiliation, he had to stand it all. To live day by day. To pay the bills and 
having nothing left for himself. To stand his boss. To try not to remember he couldn't go on like that with 
school, with life, with everything. He couldn't even afford part of his mother's therapy against cancer and he 
sure couldn't add the humiliation of popping a boner in the middle of a bar, surrounded by those who were 


supposed to be his school mates only because he lost himself in a perfect stranger's gaze for half a minute. 


A perfect stranger he then proceeded to fantasize foolishly on for a whole minute, forgetting the guy had a 
girl and surely wasn’t an queer as Dave seemed to be. What was wrong with him? He had never felt like 
that..if he didn't count that one time during middle school when he fell for his best friend, who discovered it 
and never spoke to him again. Why did he have to start in that moment? Was it only to add some drama to 
the already perfect tragedy? 


Hazel eyes were still a burning mark into his mind, making him feel lonelier than ever. 


What a fool he was. 


A black sheep in disquise 
He was drinking in the garden on the back when a knock on the exit door attracted his attention. It had to be 
Ben, everyone had left and he was about to be fired, he was sure of it. So sure that when Johnny open the 


door, Dave felt a little left down. 


"Are you free? A guy's asking for you" the redhead explained. When Dave furrowed his brow, the man added: 
"Its not Sean" 


"Alright" Dave mumbled, slightly confused and way too tired to come to terms with anything. "Where is he?" 
Johnny smiled tiredly and opened the door a little wider. "Here." 


When skinny, bare legs covered his tiny baggy pants, a sky blue shirt, blonde longish hair and unmistakable 
hazel eyes showed up scratching the back of their neck, Dave felt even more confused. 


"Can.. can you give us a minute?" he asked Johnny, who let the newcomer out and went back to his business. 
An awkward silence rang in Dave's ears, eyes fixed on the boy. 

"| wanted to apologize for what happened earlier" the blonde said, looking around, spacing out. 

"Sure" the brunette replied, emotionlessly. Like he was missing fake pity on top of all of his misfortune. 


"No, really. I'm not such a douche bag usually" the skinnier man insisted, stepping forward until he was a meter 


away from the other. Dave took another sip of beer and offered him the bottle. 


| want to believe you." he said, smirking shyly. "But don't count me in on testifying your lack of 


douchebaggery if ever necessary." 

The blonde giggled, passing the bottle back. A hand was stuck out. 

‘I'm Taylor, by the way." 

And shaken. "Dave." 

After speaking for a while, Dave thought Taylor wasn't as bad as he seemed to be. Maybe his first impression 
was right. Maybe Taylor was really different, a black sheep in disguise. He was funny, witty and.. pretty. Dave 
couldn't deny it, not when the imagery of the blonde biting and licking his lips was still printed into his mind. He 


had to be a kinky little bitch too, being so aware of his prettiness and his desirability. 


When the laughters died out and they kept on talking, walking together towards Taylor's place, Dave realized 


they had a lot in common too. Taylor enjoyed black humor and cheap beer, loved to drum on anything near at 


hand and, unexpectedly, was a Queen lover. 


"So, here we are" Taylor said, smiling as he stopped in front of the stone steps of what appeared to be an old 


luxury apartment building. The fagade looked quite lavish, a way too nice place for an average jock to live in 


"You know, you're so different from who you seem to be a first glance" Dave murmured, still amazed by the 
smiling guy standing in front of him. "I have the impression that" the brunette licked his lips, looking for the 
right words. "That you're putting up a show just cause they wouldn't be able to appreciate you for who you 


are. 
For the first time, it was Taylor's turn to blush noticeably. 
"Maybe." 


Í would cherish you so easily, Dave couldn't help but think He didn't have the guts to say it out loud though, 
despite being tipsy. Reason why he drank some more. Taylor was a little drunk as well, so it probably wouldn't 
matter. He shivered at the thought. Maybe that was the only reason why Taylor came back It was supposed 
to be a one-night friendship only. No regrets, no false pretenses. Then, only then, it would mean Dave had 


nothing to lose. And if he had nothing to lose.. 


"They don't deserve you" the brunette blurted out, approaching the other and brushing his jaw gently with the 
tip of his fingers. Taylor stood still, looking straight ahead. "She doesn't deserve you either. No matter how 
pretty or popular she is." He softened a little bit, before going on. Words were flowing past his lips in a way 


more aggressive manner than he meant to. "You're way better than that. If only you could get—" 


„what youre doing fo me, Dave was about to say but Taylor didn’t give him the chance to, when his lips 
pressed against Dave's in a static, delicate kiss. Dave thought while his flavour probably was a mixture of beer 


and chewing gum, his new friend tasted like mint tobacco and second possibilities. 


They stood like that for a while, just connected, no need for words, like they'd always been like that. Both 
feeling totally comfortable and genuine, understood and at the same time slightly lost. But it was a positive way 
of getting lost, almost like an escape. 

Before they could realize it, Dave let out a whisper. 


"Goodnight" 


He had no idea why he said it. He didn't really want to leave. Apparently, his brain knew better. He couldn't just.. 
go on with that beautiful lie. More like go home with that beautiful lie. Who sleeps with dogs wakes up with 
fleas, or so they say. He had enough fleas for both of them. He didn't Taylor's too. 


The blonde whined against his lips like a spoiled kid for a moment, then his arms closed around the taller man's 


neck and he blinked over and over staring into chocolate irises, lingering in his own tipsiness. 


"Please." he purred in a needy voice. The brunette sighed deeply. "Stay the night” 


Dont make it end, Taylor seemed to be saying. And how could Dave allow it to happen? 


Taking hangover to a whole new level 


At first, it was just the grasping of a man clearing his throat. Dave ignored it since it sure wasn't Ben's. And 
even if it was, fuck it, he told himself in his sleepy haze. 
Then it was the blanket. He didn't know what was wrong with it, but it was too.. smooth 


Almost as smooth as silk. 


Eventually, rolling on his side, he yawned and glimpsed a male, old figure wearing a fancy suit. Whatever, Dave 


told himself, closing his eyes. Wait, what? 

He thrust his eyes open and crawled backwards on the mattress till his head hit the wall. 

"Fuck!" he swore, pulling up the covers to hide his bare chest. "Who the hell are you? How did you come." 

In Except he realized than wasn't his place. 

"Good morning, mr Hawkins' he clarified in an austere tone, ignoring completely Dave with his gaze. Following his 
eyes, the brunette realized he was looking at the blonde he met at the bar the night before. Taylor had just 


exited the bathroom and was wearing pajama pants when he greeted the man. 


"Hey Alfred" he replied casually as he rubbed his own messy hair and yawned. "Always annoyingly early, eh?" 
Taylor added, casting a glance at the alarm clock on his night table. 


‘It is my duty, mr. Hawkins." The old man then scowled at the disoriented stranger lying in his boss's queen- 
size bed. "| suppose breakfast will be served for two, today." 


Taylor smirked, lying back on the bed. 


"Ah, sure. I'll have my usual. Bring it up here, Al" He then looked at Dave for the first time that day, chuckling 
lightly at the brunette's confused face and the way he clung to one of the biggest pillows. "What about you?" 


"Coffee" Dave murmured hoarsely after a while. Alfred simply nodded, walked out of the room and closed the 


door behind his back, not before raising a judging brow in Dave's direction 
"So." 


Only when Taylor spoke, Dave remembered about his presence. The blonde was still giggling at Dave's reaction 


when the brunette turned his head to him. 


"What the fuck is this place?" he asked, still wary. 


"My place. Dad is a cultural attaché with a taste for expensive houses and centenary butlers.’ 


The other cocked a brow. "Yeah, and when were you going to tell me your surname is Wayne and he sneaks 


out wearing leather every night to fight the crime?" 
"What?" Taylor asked distractedly. 
"Nothing" was all Dave said, smiling and relaxing on the pile of pillows behind his back. 


A few moments of silence followed, as the brunette take a good look of the wide room and Taylor played with 
a drumstick he collected from his nightstand. It was a comfortable silence though. Dave had the impression 
there was no need for words with Taylor. As if they could be soul mates. He only had the feeling it could be 
that way, cause he actually didn't remember a thing about last night, except for the bloop in presence of 
Taylor's stupid clique. He was still wondering why he spent his time with such gross people when he was rich 
and probably way more cultured than them. It was a waste. Thinking about it, even sleeping with him could be 


seen as a waste. After all, he was only a waiter with no future. What did Taylor have to share with someone 
like him? 


Slowly, Dave shifted further and further from Taylor till the blonde noticed it and fixed his beautiful hazel 


irises on his guest's naked body. 


"Going somewhere?" 


The brunette blushed. "Look, l.. Last night.. This thing." he had to take a deep breath before going on. "This 
thing could never work, Taylor. I'm sorry. I'm sure you get it too" he stated, trying to prevent the sheets 

from slip away from his body despite Taylor must've taken a good look of it the night before. And he's still 
looking, Dave gloated silently, unable to hold back a little victorious smile. He still couldn't find his underwear, 


though. 


"If you're looking for your boxers, they're here" Taylor pointed out. When the other turned around, he saw the 
guy waving them triumphantly in the air. 


Dave cringed, sitting back on the bed with the blonde's eyes still on him. He reached out, grabbed them and put 


them back on as fast as he could. 


"Were | such a bad lay?" Taylor asked in a lower, concerned voice. When the brunette rolled on his side, he 
found himself a few inches away from the blonde's face, his knee brushing Taylor's. 


He wasn't. Dave was sure of it, even if he couldn't remember.. Truth to be told, he was a little disappointed of 


not reminding his first time with a guy. Especially considering it involved such a hot guy. 


"No.." he murmured , eyes on those soft lips as he felt his member harden under the sheets. 


"Liar" whispered the blonde softly in response. A giggle left his throat. "We didn't even conclude last night" 


Dave's eyes widened in surprise. How is it possible? he wondered desperately. It was nonsense. Didn't matter how 
frightened he was by the thought he mightve fucked with a potential jock. He was more frightened by the 
doubt of not having grabbed the chance to do it with such an attractive guy. 


"You were too drunk" Taylor explained. "We drank some more on the way home and you were knocked out 


before even reaching the bed." 


Coming closer to Dave, he did his best to sound and look irresistible. "But we could still make up for it now." he 
suggested in a lascivious tone. His hand traveled under the covers until he found Dave's and fingers 
intertwined, tugging lightly. "Come with me" he teased against the brunette's lips before kissing them with 


passion. 
In an instant, Taylor straddled him and let him take hold of that skinny albeit fit body of his. 


"Where are we going?" Dave murmured, eyes closed, wrists pressed against the pillows and hormones sent 
going y P g P 


level sky-high by Taylor's hips grinding against his. He was nearly feeling dizzy. 

"What about my Jacuzzi?" the blonde answered glibly. 

It was then the man who woke Dave up cleared his throat at the entrance of the bedroom. Another man 
standing beside him was holding a silver tray with delicious food and drinks on. Taylor glanced over his own 


shoulder and nodded in a tacit approval. 


"Leave the breakfast stuff, Al. We're definitely having it later" he offered, turning to face his partner with a 


wicked grin on his lips. 


Fun de vivre 


Dave saw a polite expression stretch on the butler's face as he waited for the other man to prop the tray on 
a little table in the corner and closed the door. The brunette was almost sure he saw him wrinkle his nose in 
disgust and felt a little uncomfortable at the thought that, if asked, the snobbish man could be forced to bring 


condoms to mr Hawkins, but when he lifted his gaze he noticed the blonde was giggling. 
"You should've seen your face, man" he mocked him. 


Dave wrinkled his nose and, taking him by surprise, he grabbed Taylor by the thighs and climbed off the bed 
bringing the blonde with himself on his trip to the Jacuzzi. 


"So you think you can make fun of me, don't ya?" he teased, kicking the bathroom door open. A playful yep was 
squealed and it earned Taylor a smack that made him howl and laugh some more. "I should spank you properly 
for being such a naughty boy" he added in a seductive way, pressing his partner's sweaty back against the 
cold tiles. 


Taylor raised a brow at that. "Really?" he complained. "Is that all you've got?" Another face told Dave it was 
about to get way spicier than he thought Jacuzzi sex was supposed to be. "I should've let you drown in your 


piss-tasting beer." 


The brunette smirked, setting his hand free and making sure his playmate saw his fingers playing with the 
band of his boxers. 


"Funny choice of words for someone who's about to get his mouth full of dick..your majesty” 


A squeak warned the older man he wasn't the only one willing to go down and dirty, so when Taylor felt the 
hands part from his buttocks and go to free Dave's already hard member, the blonde was ready. Knees against 
the shiny tiles, he tried to crawl closer to the brunette's pelvis only to be halted by hand grasping at his hair 
and pushing him to the wall. The grip was firm and held him from too far painfully up for him to wriggle away. 


He looked up, eyes reddened by too much bleach the bathroom had been cleaned up with, only to find Dave's 
smug gaze looking down at him with no mercy. If that was how he liked it, that was perfect for Taylor as well. 
Truth to be told, he was tired of cheap girls trying to get into his pants in order to get to his heart. Dave 
wasn't like that, clearly. Quite the contrary, he had to make an effort to stop him from sneaking away the 
morning after their first meeting. Even if it was clear part of him wanted to stay. 


"Open up, princess. Daddy's gonna teach you some good manrers.." Dave ordered playfully, pressing his manhood 
against Taylor's half-open lips. Mischievous as he was, the blonde shut his mouth and smirked wickedly. Let's 


see what you're gonna do now, his eyes seemed to say, challenging Dave. 


The other man was still smiling unperturbed when the hand that wasn't holding his cock went to stroke the 


blonde's cheek softly, making Taylor swallow, hungry irises fixed on Dave's unmerciful ones. The brunette licked 


his upper lip as if he was slowly, pleasantly losing his patience. 


"You're just making it worse for yourself, now" he pointed out quietly. Hearing those few words, a shiver ran 
down the blonde's spine. There was some kind of expectancy in Taylor's fear, his body craving physical refusal 
to his whine like a spanking he was deprived for a long time as a kid. 


Somehow, the antithesis of mercy was, with Dave only, irrepressible attraction. 

Rough fingers yanked at blonde hair making Taylor groan for all the way to the shower. With a well-delivered 
kick, Dave slammed the transparent door open and threw him in a corner. He didn't have to wait long for cold 
water to drench his whole body and make him gasp from shock when his partner aimed the shower head at 
his face. Taylor coughed on all four for a moment or two, before feeling Dave's hand wind around his neck and 


tug lightly. 
"Taylor?" 
His voice was softer, or maybe Taylor was just about to pass out from dizziness. 


"Taylor, are you okay?" he asked, this time sounding way more shaky. The blonde was half aware of Dave 


kneeling down and checking on him, focused as he was on buying some time. 


"Oh shit, Tay" Dave panicked, nearly about to call for help, in an attempt to pull him up. He didn't need to use 
much energy though, being caught off guard and secured against the wet wall, wrists over his own head, by 


none other than his smirking prey. 
"Very, very sly" he commented, laughing relieved. "That was disloyal." 


"Said the man who was about to drown me to get his dick sucked" Taylor retorted, shaking his soaking wet 
mane and getting Dave even wetter than he already was. The two laughed light-heartedly, feeling a little lighter 
than when they woke up. The brunette in particular. 


Someway, Dave didn't know how, the most unexpected, clumsy and hot human on planet Earth happened to be 
the cure to his mal de vivre. But after all, did he really have to raise further questions when such the long- 


awaited happiness was finally coming home? 


Standing in line 
"Sorry for the shower thing from earlier" Dave said, still busy drying his hair with a towel. 


Taylor was doing the same next to his friend. The two were sharing a comfortable silence as the heat of 
bathrobes against their wet bodies washed the lust away temporarily. The blonde admired him blush adorably 
as he apologized. For a long moment, what happened seemed to be just an out-of-context parenthesis of too 
much spontaneity from Dave's behalf. Taylor, however, lived for moments like those. Not that they had many, 
being acquaintances since only two days, but the first night they got to share beer was still a fresh memory 
in the blonde's mind and waking up to an unaware, very cute brunette snoring like a bear cub was too adorable 


for Taylor to turn back the clock and just pretend nothing ever happened. 


Moreover, Dave's decency was a turn-on for him, who already had in mind a hundred-and-one ideas of how to 
embarrass him in front of several butlers and maids. It wasn't a big deal for him. Have a real friend was, 
though. Growing up with often changing, random sons of his father's rich friends didn't allow much fun due to 
the strict routine they had to follow. Taylor had always been a little of a rebel in his dad's eyes and not only. 


Not that it could affect in any way the choice of his friends, since the family had to move quite often for 
work But young Taylor still had a staff of over thirty people willing - albeit not so eager - to entertain him, 
so he did his best to have fun with them. In the beginning, Alfred was chosen as main victim of Taylor's 
pranks but the kid had to pick a new one when the man set the record straight once for all. The blonde 
realized not long after he could still glide all the way down the staircase banister at full speed, hide the 
butler's socks so he was forced to pair different colors and order him to peel off every fruit he wanted to 


eat. 

As days turned into months and months turned into years, Taylor realized though he wasn't as lively and 
nimble as he used to be. He realized that Alfred bought only black socks and threw the old ones away and 
staring at someone peeling your pear wasn't so funny anymore. 


That's when he grew up to be a man, or so he told himself. 


If someone would ask Alfred, the answer to the same question would be quite different. In fact, the man never 


considered Taylor to have become more mature or happier than the kid who used to steal his socks. 


Appearances told another story and the blonde's father, who was rarely home, was satisfied with his son's As 


in math and history, his good manners and the consideration he used to pick well-behaved, beautiful girlfriends. 
Only a man disagreed silently with the judgement on the young man. 
The same one who thought he would smirk the day he managed to tame the unruly kid and didn't. 


Alfred considered in fact the day he found a pile of colourful, perfectly-ironed, tidy socks placed in front of his 


shoe rack as one of the saddest and most disappointing days of his life. 


* eK 


Alfred cleared his throat and let the familiar girl in. Silently, he kept wondering why guys of the age of Taylor 
had such a bad taste in.pretty much everything. Music. Food. Girls. Friends. Movies. Clothes. His expensive 
education didn't bear a single fruit. Well, maybe one was about to be picked. The guy upstairs looked different, 


somehow. 


However, the old man wrinkled his nose after saying the young woman to wait for him as he walked to the 
kitchen. The butler surely wasn't dumb despite the snob appearances, in fact he knew the girl would run 
upstairs headed straight into Taylor's arms. Except they weren't eager to hold her, right then 


Alfred knew it wasn't up to him to decide who the young man was supposed to hang out or make friends with, 
even more so considering he grew attached to the little blonde over the years, but he was still determined to 


let karma sort things out as he always did. 


At the moment, he could tell someone was about to get a well deserved karma treatment, the one Taylor 


wasn't willing to give out just yet. 


Leftover 


Author's Notes: 
| know I'm making y'all wait for the fateful turning point but it's on its way, | promise. In the meanwhile, here's 


some Taylor messing around and Dave blowing off some steam soaked in bubbles.. 


Taylor's warm hand traveled up and down Dave's wet chest as the latter's lower lip was trapped between the 
blonde's teeth, the two busy cuddling in the whirlpool, when the door of the bedroom flew open 


"Baby?" a girly, high-pitched voice called from the other room. 


The brunette gasped, recognizing it almost instantly. It belonged to the girl whose shoulders were surrounded 
by Taylor's arm that night, at the bar. He was so sure of it. The blonde himself gave him the confirmation he 
needed as he paled, looking down at his and his guest's naked bodies. 


"Shit" he hissed, hurrying out of the bathtub in search of a towel big enough to hide what was there to be 
hidden When he found it, he quickly wrapped it around his hips and slipped out of the bathroom not speaking a 


word to the brunette. It was almost like he had become invisible all of a sudden. 


At the same time, Dave tried to perk his ears, sliding closer to the door. For a second, he wondered what he 
was doing. Fuck, was he jealous? That was supposed to be his girlfriend. Not him. Not the waiter from the bar 
they hung out at. 


"Hey, babygirl" Taylor chirped happily, planting a wet kiss somewhere on the blondes face. 


The brunette could see a thing from where he was and he didn't mean to stand up and spill water all over the 
place, but he was sure they were hugging and kissing and other things that instantly made him want to puke 
into a Jacuzzi for the first - and probably last - time in his life. 


Why did he have to be such a pain in the ass? He couldn't figure it out. He just wanted to join the fake happy 
couple, tear the towel away from Taylor's body and blow him right there, in front of Barbie. 


Making out would be enough, you sicko, he thought, remembering himself about his exaggerated reaction into the 
shower, during their little game. Part of him still craved the great drama though, knowing Taylor would 
probably do anything to avoid it. 


| missed you so much. Where have you been lately? You didn't call me, darling" she said in a lustful tone. The 
blonde's breath was shaky and a few seconds later he muttered an excuse to break free from his octopus- 


girlfriend. 


"Ehr, yeah.. | was busy. I'm still planning the trip and all that shit. You know me, l'm a perfectionist" 

Like hell you are, the brunette shook his head. 

"Oh, right!" She sounded pretty satisfied with the reply she got, Dave noticed. "Did you include Paris yet? You 
promised me you would, remember? We need to go there. And Lille, too. God, its gonna be so romantic. Just 
you, me...” 

And a naked guy soaking in the whirlpool 

"l-I know, right? But I'm very busy now, and stressed out so if we could—" 

Something hit the bed with a thud. 

‘| see.. let me take care about it for you, baby" she offered in a very tempting tone. 

Oh yeah, let her. She's gonna have a big fucking surprise, was Dave's sarcastic response. 

"Uh, ehm.. S-sure.. Only not—fuck’ Taylor cut himself in mid-sentence. Behind the closed door, the brunette 
was dying to know what was going on. For a while, he tried to drown his jealousy in bubbles but when he heard 
a familiar moan, he punched the door. 

Fuck. | shouldn't have done if, he panicked as everyone fell silent. 

"What was that, honey?" she asked, suspicious. 

Fuck. This is the end Great. Well, we won't have to fight over the blonde, right? 

"Nothing!" Taylor replied quickly. "It's just Bart. | closed him in the bathroom." 


"Why would you—" 


"Actually, you know what? | think | have a spare moment, we should go out and have lunch in that fancy 


restaurant you like so much. What was that? The vie en rose?" 
"La vie en rose" the annoyed voice pointed out. "What is going on Taylor? Are you bullshitting me now?" 


"No! No way, baby. Why would 1? | told you, l'm just a little stressed out because of the trip planning” Taylor 
mumbled, panting a little as he probably struggle to dress himself. "But | feel so much better now and it's all 
thanks to you, baby. Let's go now" he encouraged her. It took several minutes but several cheesy lies later, 


she finally walked out the door bringing Taylor with herself. 


Dave was so relieved about it that he just sat back and relaxed in the hot water. 


Now, that was something he didn't think about. How could he sneak out of that house without passing for a 


weird scarecrow nor a bad lot now that Taylor was gone? 
The butler already hated him and his boxers were nowhere to be seen 


Still incredulous of what he had been through in the last 24 hours, Dave inhaled deeply and plunged into the 


water, determined to procrastinate terrible decisions for a little longer. 


Flying machines 
‘Oh, come on! Blow them!" the girl whined, clinging to Taylor's bare arm with a huge grin on her face. 


A table away, Dave wondered what did he do in his previous life to deserve being part of such a disgusting 
picture. There were lovebirds, cakes covered with cream and then there was him, angrily uncapping beers for 
the spoiled friends of his beloved one as his approved girlfriend slid her tongue down the birthday boy's throat. 


"Hurry up, weirdo!" someone else sitting at Taylor's table shouted. Dave tried to hold it all in before exploding 


like a fire cracker and kick off the real party. 

Why was he even so pissed off? The blonde never promised him a thing. Wasn't he okay with it? 
He was. 

Hell no, he wasn't. 


He definitely wasn't. Cause that wasn't the Taylor he knew. That wasn't the unconsciously adorable, pretty dork 
he spent the night talking with just a few days before. That wasn't the beautiful blonde he woke up next to 
and definitely wasn't the sweet guy who comforted him and made him feel right even after he tried to drown 
him in the shower to show affection No, not affection. That was supposed to be sexy, whatever. Everything 
was supposed to be something else in that fucked up relationship they had since day one. Taylor called him 
after school, swore he wouldn't ignore him again if they met in the canteen, then pretended to be talking with 
his father when his girl entered the room. It was the same that Taylor begged him to give him time and 
kissed his neck leaving him dizzier and hornier than he was before meeting him. Such a cock tease. But Dave 
loved it. No, he needed it. Thats why the two met on the rear of the bar every night after work. He couldn't 
get enough of the chemistry between them and if it led to a friendship with benefits included, even better. Or 
so he told himself, as he grasped the metal tray full of uncapped beer bottles and brought it to the noisy 


group. 
He made eye contact with the blonde even if just for a second before the other hurried to look away. 
Dave licked his lips as if to say something, then walked away. 

"The weirdo is so rude" the girl chirped, unconcerned of being heard by the interested party. Dave almost 
choked a empty bottle of wine left on another table as he cleared the table, though. "Don't you think so, 


baby?" she purred. 


Taylor simply shrugged, trying his best to avoid the argument rude weirdos, knowing well he was more fitting 


to that club than the one he was actually into. 


"Yeah Taylor, tell us. What do you think?" 


Dave and a Cheshire smirk, that's all he would need to stand up and let his girl whine hugging his leg. 


"Fuck it" the blonde would reply, jumping out of his corner to kiss Dave passionately in front of the whole bar. 
Whistles of approval and applauses would be merely heard as the brunette would kiss his beloved one back 


with satisfaction. It would be finally his and his only.. 


" Job’ a familiar voice ended the already finished sentence. When Dave opened his eyes, all he saw was Ben 
standing in front of him. "Hello, sleeping beauty? | said it's your only job for today, do it with your eyes open. 
Thank you" he said, dropping a bunch of flatware into the washbowl he was holding in his arm. Heading to the 
kitchen, he stopped by the counter only to cast a glance at an unawake Taylor having fun while unpacking 
birthday presents. Johnny caught just a sight, entering the room from the kitchen. 


"Go back to Penthouse, buddy" he commented, sighing deeply. "Liz Travis is light-years away from wanking 


waiters and nerds. | mean, do you even believe we live on the same planet? He looked through you, man" 

Dave raised a brow, making Johnny place his thick glasses back at the top of his nose. Freckles framed dreamy 
green eyes and by the look he had, the brunette could tell he was fantasizing to get into orbit to study Liz 
Travis’ stellar stardom privately and way closer. 


"That's because of the walleye." 


Johnny shook his head, then leaning it on his friend's shoulder. "There must be a reason they call it strabismus 
of Venus." 


The brunette giggled. It was his friend's twentieth crush from the start of the academic year, wasn't it? Still 
better than falling for the leader of the school's jocks. It felt like going back to junior high. 


"We ain't got half a chance against Taylor Hawkins, though. Surfer, blond perfect hair, heaps of money, an 
average of four scored points per match and probably a six pack under the shirt. I'm not sure | want to know 


if he's got more than that hidden somewhere to get more depressed than | already am." 


Oh, you bet. Dave thought, resting his head on top of his friend's, disconsolation sprawled all over his face. 


Two-headed dog 


‘lm afraid you will have to stop hiding behind dead trees, sooner or later" a throaty voice suggested, way 
closer than expected. Not that Dave was expecting to find Taylor's butler stalking him, once he looked over his 
shoulder. He was indeed hiding behind a tree of the university campus. 


He tried to look casual, but Alfred's glance at the matter of common concern - Taylor and his blonde, long- 
legged girlfriend glued all over him - told him the man wouldn't just walk away and forget about it. All the 


judgmental scowls, the heavy silence moments, the brow lifting.. they just wouldn't stop, making him feel even 


more guilty. 
"Look, | know what you're thinking" Dave whined, shaking his head. "Will you knock it off now?" 


The butler didn't move an inch. He kept staring at the brunette with a severe look on his face, his mouth shut 
tight in the most appropriate expression for a butler. Except he was acting more like a babysitter, when it 
came to Taylor. A babysitter or a Doberman. Dave couldn't say. To him, it always felt like walking past one of 
those watchdogs who stared motionless and snarled if a guest slowed down, whenever he walked in and waited 
for the blonde. Most of the time, when he found himself alone with the standing butler, hands tied behind his 
back, both waiting in the huge ground-level hall, he just insisted to go upstairs by himself and wait for his 
friend there. He tried to sound friendly and well-mannered, but the old man never replied nor flinched. He just 
stood. And watched. As every single step of the stairs was climbed. Each one of them. Up to Taylor's bedroom. 
There, Dave could finally deflate. 


It's not going to get better" the butler stated. 
Dave rolled his eyes in an attempt to avoid the man's. "Any other pearl of wisdom to brighten up my day?" 
Unexpectedly, the man smiled and then started chuckling quietly. 


"What now? There's no need to add insult to injury, is there?" the young man commented, visibly irritated. His 
hands were pinned on his hips and he had on a frustrated expression he never wore. Luckily, everyone was 
busy or late and rushing to their class. As he was supposed to as well. "You should be ashamed of yourself!" 
he exclaimed, not knowing what to do to make him stop laughing. "What kind of grown-up man stalks and mocks 
college students?" 


Finally, Alfred got back to being serious and Dave felt satisfied After all, his words were still worth some 
respect. The gratification feeling didn't last long though. When the other squeezed his eyes and took a step 


forward, the brunette knew some bean was about to be spilled. 


"One who cares about the kid in love with the boy he saw grow up, having no guts to declare himself and tell 


his beloved one he's acting like a sod" 


Low blow. 
"Oh." Dave lowered his eyes, torturing the grass with his shoes. "Well.. | gotta go now. 'm late." 
A little sad smile crossed his lips as he hesitated. 


"He can be like that, it's his nature" the man murmured empathetically, a hand leaning on the brunette's 
shoulder. Dave froze, his throat tied tightly into a knot hard to undo. "But only beasts live by their instinct. 


And the ones who let their beloved ones do it are cowards." 


Dave wrinkled his nose. "So what? Should | put a collar around his neck and yank? He's already got one, in case 


you didn't notice." 


This time, the man approached the brunette's ear, making the brunette shudder. "Oh, trust me, you can 
thrust harder, if you want to." And smirking, he added: "After all, it's you he's been coming back to again and 
again, isn't it? Use your creativity.’ 


A wink left Dave confused and, at the same time, bewildered by the old man's wittiness. He still hoped he didn't 
get it right, as he headed to the main building. Unfortunately or not, he did. And it sounded like a great evil 


plan coming from a seventy year old man's wrinkly mouth. 


Taking you as low as you go 
"Well" he started off, leaning against the door frame. 


Now, that wasn't a view he was used to be blessed with. Not that he couldn't get used to it, quite the 
contrary. Sprawled on his queen-size bed, a white sheet only to cover his proudly hard manhood, laid the 
brunette he had craved for weeks now. Stolen touches and recurring, short make-out sessions in the school 


bathrooms weren't enough for the teenager and, eventually, they must've worn Dave out as well. 


Actually, Taylor was quite satisfied with what he prodded the guy to do. He didn't hope for the brunette to let 
himself go anymore. Every time, he was the one pleading Taylor to stop because the horny blonde had to go 
always too soon and there would be enough time for nothing but a quickie. The owner of their secret love nest 


was okay with it, but the guest clearly wasn't. 


Still there he was, laying naked on the bed, waiting for him with his arms folded behind his head and a flashing 


grin on his face. 


"| could get used to it, you know?" Taylor murmured in a lustful tone, as a hand traveled down to adjust the 
hard-on not even barely concealed by his joggers. "Fuck" he muttered, when Dave slid a hand down his own 


body and send it to lazily pleasure himself. 
‘I've waited here for you forever, come on in" he ordered in a voice the blonde never heard him use before. 


Despite the fact he'd become accustumed to those afternoon visits based on teasing, soft petting and racy 
promises still to be fulfilled, he could feel that day's was different. Something was about to happen. Finally. 
Taylor had waited for so long, knowing Dave was still unsure about it, but the time seemed to have come and 


even if the blonde couldn't hide his excitement, he didn't want to fuck it up. He chose to led Dave lead, 


especially cause he wanted him to. 


A predatory gaze stuck on the brunette's slim face, partially hidden by chestnut locks falling down. Lips slightly 
parted, smooth pale chest dabbed with a scattering of beauty marks and reedy calves surfacing from the 
white ocean of blankets, Dave reminded Taylor of a painting sprang from a Dutch artist he had studied the 


previous semester. 


Slightly taken aback by the odd juxtaposition offered by his mind, Taylor hesitated till a hand brushes his and a 
weak moan reached his ears. He perked them up, his eyes wide open not to miss a single detail of the vivid 


masterpiece tensing before him. 


Back arched slightly and strings of swearwords mixed with increasingly louder groans still leaving those lips, 
Dave kept on moving his hand feverishly. It was quick and tight around the length, only to stop at the tip 


every too many strokes and rub the slit in slow, tiny circles that let him hang on the edge of climax. 


Taylor swallowed hardly, suddenly too bashful to reach out and touch reality. It only lasted a second, though. 
Desire gained the upper hand rather shortly, pushing the blonde's hand to caress his lover's thigh as he 
slipped under the covers next to his body. 


"Uh-uh" was the other man's reply, a hand batting his away. A wicked, amused look pierced Taylor's irises. "No 
hands." 


With a sigh, Taylor pulled his arm back and lowered his trousers by the wristband. Again, Dave raised a brow 
and shook his head, an evil smirk painted on his face. "I said no. Hands" 


Softly, he brushed a lock of brown hair behind his ear and approached it. 

"What about putting that gorgeous mouth of yours at use?" he whispered, excited as a preteen. 

"Oh, most definitely" Dave giggled in response. It was dry humor, as Taylor would've guessed in a few moments. 
Quickly, the brunette's free hand came out from the blanket and headed to his mouth, where they were 
sucked eagerly and for long before disappear again under the sheets. 

A leg kicked them away, Dave faking a whine as he got rid of the whole set of covers, exposing himself fully. 
Hungry eyes memorized every detail, mesmerized by those spread legs struggling to open wider. When Taylor 
understood what was the brunette's target, he gasped slightly, massaging the bulge in his pants. 

"You'd love to take a bite, wouldn't you?" Dave teased him, softly rubbing his own entrance in circles. Fuck, he 
muttered again under his breath, idly taking his hand away from his boner as Dave stopped and scolded at him. 
The action was resumed when Taylor accomplished, the tip of the brunette's index finger sliding in smoothly, as 


if it was swallowed. The blonde groaned, resting his head against the headboard. 


Feeling frustrated, Taylor?" A victory giggle came from his partner. Dave was definitely having fun. Not the 
same could be said about his lover, even if he was definitely hanging on the brunette's lips. 


A broken groan, this time unmistakably louder, and the whole finger slid in 

"Jesus, Tay" Dave moaned, his eyes shut and lips parted to pant lightly. "It's so fucking good" 
"Is it?" the blonde asked, dying to have more than words to describe it. 

"Fuck yeah. You have no idea" 

"What about sharing, then?" he proposed. 


"Taylor!" An indignant cry warned the blonde from submitting any other idea and with a whine, Taylor laid back, 
his balls starting to turn blue. 


"Even if." a tempting voice chirped. 
Suddenly, the other man sat up and looked at Dave, his eyes now sparkling with hope. 
"Yeah?" 


"| don't know, it's just a stupid idea." Another low groan followed as pulled his index finger out and replaced it 
with his middle one. 


"Tell me about it" Taylor urged him. "Everything's cool for me, you know." 
Dave's smirk widened a bit, no matter how hard he tried to refrain from showing his little victory off. 


"Well. I'm tired of you having to run away every single time we can be together.. You know what | mean?" he 


asked innocently, letting go of his member to pinch his own nipple hard. 
Taylor stared at it, nodding, even if a big warning sign turned on in his mind. 


"We could have so much fun. So, | thought.. you could get rid of your girlfriend tomorrow.. And maybe the day 
after tomorrow, too. We could do..something to solve your little problem." 


The blonde whined, trying not to think about the little big problem still twitching in his trousers. "Dave, please." 
‘lm not done, Taylor" the brunette cut him off, freeing a hand and placing it on his thigh. It stroked softly and 
vigorously at the same time. "I want you and | will have you, one way or another. Don't you want me?" he 
purred, pouting at Taylor from upside down. 

A sigh followed. To the brunette's surprise, Taylor was really thinking about it. 


"Alright" he said after a long pause. "I will. Now, can we—" 


In the fastest way possible, Dave got his clothes back out of nowhere and put them on in a minute, replying to 


the blonde with a satisfied "Perfect!" once he was halfway out of the bedroom. 


He wore his shoes and, casting a glance at poor Taylor from the entrance, he murmured: "See you Tomorrow, 


then" 


This is a call 


Everything seemed to be going great. 


The sun was shining high in the sky, he only had to work that morning, Ben didn't bug him cause he slept with 
a lovely redhead and Taylor.. Dave had to blink twice, a hand reaching out to grasp his friend by the shirt. 


"Heyl" the ginger protested, almost dropping the pile of half empty glasses he was holding. It took him a whole 
minute to notice his friend had cracked a bottle of red wine open and chugged every last drop of it. Finally, 


when his mouth was free again, his brows furrowed tight, he spoke his mind in an alarmingly quiet tone. 
"Hey dude. Do you see what | see?" 


The redhead turned his head. In the corner next to the window, sat Liz Travers with his beloved boyfriend, 
who was supposed to be home, getting ready for another very important date. Still, there he was, waving at a 


waiter to get something to drink as he held the hand of the girl. 


Raising his brows and squeezing his eyes, the brunette's friend realized his partner was slowly going insane. 
"Not again, Dave. Please. She's never gonna quit him anyway. At least let's preserve our reputation of not-on- 
the-verge-of-insanity nerds. Can't you just be happy for them and bathe in something easy on the eyes for a 
while?" 


Dave grabbed a rag and started wiping the counter clean vigorously, his eyes glued to the couple. "Yeah, sure. | 
could bring them flowers, too." 


"Well, that's actually not a bad idea" Johnny acknowledged, unaware of how out of it his friend was. Part of him 
hoped to succeed in persuading Dave to be positive about the whole story and it also shadowed the expression 

on the brunette's face. "It's flower day and begonias were delivered a few hours ago, only don't scare the shit 

out of.. Dave? Where are you going?" he asked, following the fellow waiter with his gaze as he paced to the 


rear. He came back a few seconds later, grasping a bunch of lively flowers in his hands and heading to the 


table. 


‘lm bringing my congrats to the happy couple" he murmured, walking fast while Taylor raised his eyes from 
the girl. The blonde wasn't given the time to pale nor speak as fresh flowers were slammed on the dinner 


table. 


"What a nice surprise, seeing such a lovely couple here again’ he blurted out, scowling at the young man, who 
was trying hard to avoid Dave's gaze. "It's flower day. Did you know it?" Dave then asked Taylor in a harsh 
tone. The blonde glanced up. 


"| saw you were waiting for a waiter that was never gonna come" he said in a quieter tone, smiling mockingly 
at the girl. Unaware of the ulterior motive to the brunette's visit, she smiled back, even if it was clear that 
was a forced smile. What happened then, made both feel even more uncomfortable, if possible. Regrettably, 


that also happened to be the hoped effect. 


"IS THERE A FREE WAITER EXCEPT ME IN THIS PLACE?" Dave shouted, slamming a fist on the table. Out of the 
corner of his eye, the brunette saw his ginger friend slam the palm against his forehead and crawl back into 
the kitchen like a good loser would Fortunately, another waiter hurried up to the table. 


"Sorry for the wait, it's quite." the young man was taken aback from Dave's expression. "Do you work here?" 


The brunette sniffling. "So what?" he retorted, stretching against the back of the chair. "| might've knocked off 


work a little earlier today, but | thought it would be nice making new friends. Don't you? Bring us booze now." 
"Uhm, alright. What would you like—" 


"Beer, Josh" the brunette urged him, quite irritated. "Fucking b-e-er." In vain, the girl tried to open his mouth 
and order, but Dave didn't let her. "Do | have to get it myself?" 


At a loss for words, Josh shook his head and paced away. Equally embarrassed were the two sitting in from of 
him. Liz seemed to be vaguely afraid of who she was now sure was a freak, while his boyfriend passed luckily 


unnoticed, considering he was already covered in cold sweat. 
"So, are you having fun so far?" Dave said, offering the couple a sick grin as he leafed through the menu. 
"Y-yes, it's a nice place. We always come here" the girl replied shyly, hoping he would get the hint and go away. 


Hearing those few words, the brunette dropped the bill of fare and leaned on his elbows. "I know, right? You 
come here so often, yet we never got to know each other properly. For example, what do you do in your life, 


Stacy?" 


Liz brushed a lock of hair behind his ear, relaxing a little even if she still wanted to get rid of the scarecrow, 
clearly. "It's Liz" she pointed out. "Im the leader of the organizing committee for the school prom, among other 
things. That's what I've been up lately. Also we were—" 


"Ooh, a party planner! And | thought you were a cheerleader." A pause followed. It was an embarrassing long 
pause during which Dave gargled noisily with the few water left in Taylor's glass. "I like parties. Many people 
would be embarrassed of someone like this, you know" he added, changing his tone as he had a pop at Taylor. It 
didn't last long though, as his arm stretched to the nearby table and stole an unfinished bottle of white wine. 
"But everyone likes to party, Stacy. In many unexpected ways.." 


A kick under the table coming from the blonde's direction was the input he was waiting for not to go too far 
but to tease him enough to gain a reaction 


"Yeah, well" the girl mumbled. "As | was saying, we were very busy planning a trip for our anniversary so if 


we could have some privacy." 


"Your anniversary?" Dave grinned. "Why didn't you say it straight away? I'm so." A big sip of wine that paused 
the conversation for a bunch of minutes, basically till the bottle wasn't empty, was swallowed by the brunette. 


"Happy for you two!" 


"Thank you" she smirked, looking a little more smug than she meant to. She even elbowed his boyfriend. "Thank 


the waiter, Taylor." 


"Yeah, thank the waiter, Taylor" Dave chanted, a Cheshire smirk on his face. The blonde rolled his eyes before 
mumbling a lazy, emotionless ‘thank ya! That's when the brunette grabbed one of the girl's hand and squeezed 
it visibly. 


"You're so lucky, sweetie. The world is full of bastards cheating their partners with cheap whores in disguise, 
you know? Fortunately, our Taylor isn't that kind of guy" he added, enhancing the word ‘our’, which earned him 
a dirty look from the blonde. "Am | right?" 


"Oh no" the girl specified very quickly, a giggle escaping his throat. "When it comes to that, Taylor is basically a 


saint." 
"| bet" Dave retorted sarcastically, winking at her. "He's more than halfway to turn into a martyr, actually." 


It was when the blonde noticed the confused look on his girlfriend's face, he decided to step into the 


conversation and put an end to it. 


"Why bothering Dave with similar nonsense, baby? | bet he's very busy now, we should definitely hang out 
another day" he offered, looking him straight in the eyes, hoping he would catch the hint. "We have so many 
things to do today and | have to make that important call, later. | really, really can't miss it. Sorry, David." 


The snobbish tone used by the blonde when he called him by his full name was the first and last straw for 
the fuming brunette. When he threatened to stand up, a hand was nearly slammed on the table and closed 


around Taylor's wrist, softening a little bit as the girl's gaze lowered, 


‘Oh, c'mon, it can't be so urgent. It can wait. You can wait. Give yourself time. A very long time" he whispered 


with a wicked little smirk on his face, definitely not hinting at the call 
"What call are you talking about, honey? Is that for the hotel booking?" the girl chirped, concerned. 


"Judging by his urgency," he commented, the vindictive, amused gaze still fixed on his prey, "Taylor has to be 


very impatient to crack his crème brûlée." 


What's a boy to do - part | 
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A loud crack echoed in the little room, cards dropped in a perfect deck in the middle of the table as the yellow 
light of the hallway peered into the storage room, hushing indistinct voices. Surprise, agitation and annoyance 
flooded Dave's guts as the object of his nocturnal and daily desire - or was it torment? - happened to open 


the door and said hello. 


The brunette was becoming accustomed to recognize an insolent customer when he met one so, frozen in his 
sweatiness as he was, he stood still and played pretend as usual, letting his colleague do the dirty work, hoping 
Taylor would just walk away. 


"Uh, hello. We're closed" 
Taylor did not close the door, though. 


"I know" Taylor replied in a calm tone, trying hard to keep his eyes off Dave's back. The brunette was 
surprised to say the least, as he tried to peer nonchalantly over his shoulder. There, snow white shirt and 
grey joggers, breezy attitude, innocent child eyes and his messy blonde hair, stood Taylor. Melting in a blue 
shirt soaked in sweat, fingers tangled in messy hair, he was clearly too worn out to deal with what was going 
on. Despite his concentration and will, Dave couldn't put the pieces together and when the blonde approached 
the table and grabbed the chair at the head of the table with his gaze fixed on Johnny, he almost pulled his 
hand off it. 


"Wanna join?" Johnny murmured, confused, embarrassed and still slightly distrustful as the blonde cracked a 
little smile and sat down. Taylor's entrance didn't stop him from scowling briefly at Dave, who was now 
frowning visibly in the newcomer's direction a clear kick him out. Since he didn't seem to notice his friend's 


subtle reproach, the ginger kicked his leq under the table, making him bite his tongue. 


"Your turn" Johnny urged his friend, nodding at the deck of cards placed in the middle of the metal table. 
After a moment of silence spent staring at the table, Dave grabbed it reluctantly, letting go of the empty 
bottle of beer which had been his partner for the last two rounds. Time to bring the heavy artillery in, Dave 
sighed when Johnny stood and announced he would grab some wine for the and the few of them who had 


become suddenly very thirsty. 


"What the hell are you doing here?" the brunette finally spat out, bending over the table with frustration as 
soon as the redhead disappeared from his view. Taylor took his jacket off and licked his lips before leaning his 


forearms on the cold table, his face now just a few centimeters away from Dave's irritated expression 


"Who's winning?" Taylor mouthed, a naughty smirk making the corner of his good boy's lips curve upwards, 
when Johnny came back with four big bottles, two per hand. Little cocksucker, the brunette retorted mentally 


as he threw away his good manners in favour of alcoholism. 
“Alright, mr Rude Ass here is not a great company tonight, so." 


Taylor smiled at Johnny and then did it. Dave didn't need to be sober to get through the subtlety of the 
message tossed full force by the blonde as he slid on the edge of his chair and started chatting lovingly with 
the redhead. His eyes jumped from the few cards picked by the guy, to his face with what seemed to be 
genuine curiosity. Except the brunette knew it wasn't. Once again, it was all playing pretend. And while Johnny 
thought he was the one explaining the rules, he knew too well Taylor was the one setting them. 


The blonde threw a few set questions in the conversation, adding fake compliments and perfect laughters at 
the end of the redhead's replies to make him feel important. To make him feel like he was actually worth a 
round or two for Taylor Hawkins to play. 

Dave slammed a hand against the table, interrupting the lovable duo and earning two pair of eyes on him. 
"So what? Are we gonna play?" 

Taylor smiled. "I'll deal the cards." 

"To be fair, it's Dave's—" 

Johnny wasn't even allowed to finish the sentence. A hand took the deck from his as the brightest of smiles 
framed the words, "It's okay, I'll take his turn" The blonde's little pink tongue flicked through his lips wickedly 
while he got his hands busy. "Apparently, he doesn't want it anyway, does he?" 


Raising as brow at Dave, the redhead nodded. For a second, the brunette even thought he realized something. 


"Yeah, | warned you, he's not a great company tonight. You know, he got it bad for a certain someone but he 


can't really grow a pair of balls to tell his beloved one he has feelings." 


"Very interesting" Taylor commented, more intrigued than a gossipy girl. He dragged his chair closer to the 
redhead and started spurring him for more. 


"Yeah, but the little fox goes steady with someone light years ahead of him" he chanted, picking his card up 
and holding it against his sweaty forehead. 


"John" Dave put his friend on guard, finally raising his gaze, which was now a full scowl. Taylor took a generous 


sip from his bottle as Dave picked his ace of hearts. 
"Alright, alright. Stick up there your cards, Sirs. | say king of clubs." 


OF clubs. Of bars. Of school Of hearts. Does it even matter anymore? ls even there a way out of Taylor Hawkins’ 


grasp? Dave wondered, a little embittered 
"Does even going steady still mean something?" the blonde asked rhetorically, almost cockily. 


"Two of spades’ the brunette cut him mid sentence, drowning the negative replies with red wine before they 


were even spoken. He could still hear the blonde's giggles at his answer as he tried to guess. 


"Ace of diamonds?" Johnny shook his head in Taylor's direction. "| mean, if he really cared, he would cut this 


person some slack Maybe things are about to change." 


"Hah" the brunette mocked him suddenly, rolling his eyes as the open bottle was set between his legs. "Define 


about to change." 

"Dave's not very positive about it, as you can tell" the redhead added, drinking some more. "Ten of hearts." 
"Maybe if he waited by staying put..” 

Hearing that, the tipsier man snapped. 

"And what else? Should | kiss the ground before their feet or is joining the happy couple more appropriate?" 


Johnny tried to join in, but he was stopped by Taylor himself, a hand placed on his chest. 


What's a boy to do - part Il 


"And what else? Should | kiss the ground before their feet or is joining the happy couple more appropriate?" 
the brunette snapped. 


Johnny tried to join in, but he was stopped by Taylor himself, a hand placed on his chest. 


"Do you ever think that maybe that person has duties to other people?" he asked in a bothered tone. It was 
clear Dave was pushing the limits of his patience as much as he was doing with the now drunk guy. "Does it 
ever cross your mind that Dave Grohl, also known as prince charming, can't fix everything in life but he has 


to trust and wait in line just like everyone else does?" 


"So that's what | am now, right? Just another paid employee" the brunette stood up in a swift movement, a 
furious look on his face. "Well, tell him he can go fucking himself, then. I'm not the kind of worker who fucks 
with his boss!" 


Shocked, Johnny pushed himself against the seatback and turned to Taylor. "Him? Did he just say—" 


"Oh, shut the fuck up, Johnny" Dave shouted, massaging his temples. Things were getting louder and 
increasingly fucked-up. More than they already were, surprisingly. 


"l'm not the kind of boss who fucks with employees either. Who would think it, right? You, fucking jerk, only 
you. It's always you. Fucking shit up is your new hobby, apparently. Or | didn't know you well enough. Isn't being 
happy enough? Nope, wait. I'm Dave Grohl. Lemme turn Taylor into the bad guy so | have someone to blame 


for failing at life!" 

Speechless, Johnny stood up and muttered something. The other two were barely aware of him at that point 
and when he walked out quickly and carefully, nobody flinched. They both thought it was time for the shit to 
hit the fan, finally. 

"You know what? You've been acting like a fucking bitch lately." 

Dave kicked his chair, hushing the blonde for a few moments. 

"Unfortunately, I'm not like the bitches you're used to. Sorry if | don't shut up and bend over like Barbie 
whenever you order me to! | surely am not like the one bitch you've been staring at in the mirror for the 


last nineteen years of your life." 


Taylor opened his mouth, then closed it without pronouncing a word. Dave was so out of it. Sweaty, frustrated, 
angry, worn out. Worth his pity, surely. He could barely stand. As it seemed, it was becoming a habit. 


"| wish.." the blonde faltered, feeling his heart sink as he put the words together in his mind, before he 


regained concentration. "| wish I'd never come back to you, that night." 


Something shattered inside both of them, Dave taking a step back as if he got burned, blark eyes revealing 
more than Taylor could take. Without adding a word, the cold-blooded blonde waited for the other man to 
stumble out of the room as he did his best not to feel the pang of emotion's stinging despite his fast-paced 
beating threatened to push his heart out of his rib cage and drag him out of the room, right behind the one 
he had feelings for. What had been said, had been said though. They both knew it was too late. Taylor walked at 
the only window of the room and pressed his forehead against the cold, fogged glass hoping for it cool him 


down a little. 


"Stupid fuck" he whispered, hesitant if to refer to himself or the brunette. His eyes were screwed shut as he 
listened to the incessant, desperate weeping coming from the hallway against his will and tried his best to hold 


himself still. "Stupid, stupid fuck" 


Slowly, he stepped back from the window till the back of his legs reached the table, making it shake a little. 
Calloused hands grasped tightly the edge, hazel eyes squeezing slightly as he thought about what to do. That 


was definitely something new. Stress? Anger? Even worse, love? 
Fuck it 


Finally, he let go of the wood and headed to door, nervous and hesitant even if it still wasn't showing. He said 
nothing but peered over the frame, soaking in the sight before him that made his heart shrink. There, curled 
in a ball on the floor, laid Dave, long messy hair sticking to the wet face, a painful expression lingering even if 


he was probably passed out. 


What was he doing the one he loved? It took him so long to find someone like Dave, he had almost lost the 
hope. But did he really find him, after all? Did he find the special one made for him? Or was Dave just so 
special that he wanted him to be his? Taylor didn't know and, honestly, he never wondered. However, the 
situation spurred him to ask himself questions hard to answer and it made him feel frustrated. That was what 


Dave was doing to him. 


Since the day the brunette became part of the blonde's life, everything became messier. Before, Taylor's life 
consisted in handling classy college hangovers, skinny shallow girls jumping in and out of his bed and often 
boring community meetings. Till the night he laid his eyes on that goofy, pretty waiter mocked by his 
teammates. Dave looked different. And when Taylor joined him that night, he realized he was. He really was. 
That guy made him feel something strong for the first time in a long time. Running away with him in the night 
to kiss in dark alleys and drink beer and talk about everything and anything made him feel alive and he wished 
it would never end. Sadly, it did. 


It did when the jealousy broke in. And when Dave became that secret hobby from 3 p.m. to T am. every free 
day they had. It did whenever he walked in the bar with his friends and girlfriends and had to stick with the 


mass and pretend the brunette was invisible and, as they labeled him, a weirdo. 


Thinking about it, Taylor realized it. It was just his fault. Dave had never changed a bit. He was still the guy 
who was willing to share a laugh and his weed with everyone, it was only cheeriness that was dying out thanks 
to the heaviness of secrets. The blonde couldn't - and wouldn't - let it happen. He wouldn't let his beloved one 
break under the weight of lies. He was used to it. Dave wasn't and it had been cruel of him to demand that 


the brunette settled into the situation 


Quietly, the blonde kneeled on the floor and grabbed Dave by his shoulders, putting him into a sitting position 
The brunette whined softly, his head leaned between Taylor's neck and shoulder, as the blonde lifted him. 


"Jeez, man, you're heavier than Bart" the blonde joked, carrying him out of the building. In the meanwhile, Dave 
snored peacefully and kept on doing it even after Taylor eased his body in the passenger seat of his car and 


drove home. 


| want you to want me... 
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When the brunette finally reopened his eyes, he was lying in Taylor's bed. 
"Hey, stranger.” 


Taylor's smooth voice. And a soft stroke brushing his hair away, too. Dave smiled weakly, his cheeks turning 
rosy as he stretched into the blankets in the attempt of chase away the numbness. 


‘Its so hot in here." the brunette mumbled throatily. He felt spent and sweaty and, even worse, Taylor 


appeared to be vaguely concerned 

"You got fever, baby" he replied quietly. "Do you need another blanket?" 

Dave shook his head, remembering what happened earlier. The game, the fight, Taylor's words.. 
"Are you thirsty?" 

"No, thanks." 


"IIl bring you some water anyway, you have to take this" he suggested, the house owner's hand offering his a 


pill. "Hll help. 


Dave did as he was told, his eyes never leaving the other man except when he went to the bathroom to 
collect some water. Lying back down, the brunette observed as Taylor tucked him in carefully and rested, 


attentive eyes glued to his. 


"Rest now, we'll have time to talk tomorrow" the blonde reassured him, kissing his forehead. Dave needed to 

warm up, so he slid an arm around his neck and wrapped him into a hug, the blanket pulled up to cover both 
of them. 

"lIl be watching over you now" was the last thing Dave heard him purr before scooting over against Taylor's 


warm chest. 


Thinking he had fallen asleep, the blonde's hand wandered on the night table to switch the light off when a soft 
tug made his head turn. 


"You okay, baby?" he asked, slightly worried. Dave's usually milky skin was painted in blush and the hair sticking 


all over his forehead made him look messier than usual, even a little boyish with that innocent smile and a 
thousand-yard stare on display. 


"Yeah" he slurred in a seductive, feverish tone as his fingers slowly popped the buttons of the blonde's pajama 
shirt open. "| want you, Taylor.” 


Taylor had to hold back a laugh, but he couldn't hide a big flashing grin. It wasn't official yet, but Dave must've 
forgiven him and that already made of him the happiest man on the planet. That said, he had to remember he 
was also the only adult man in the room and therefore he had to take responsible decisions for both of me. 


Reluctantly, he grabbed Dave's wrists and softly pulled them away. 


"You sweet little brat" Taylor purred with desire, no longer able to hold back a smug smirk He couldn't help 
but think that sweet little boy turned into a savage perv anytime he was horny. Knowing Dave, the shy guy he 
was in front of strangers, it was particularly funny. And exciting. Taylor loved knowing that he was the only 
one blessed with that view; he was the only one who got to see that dirty side of Dave. On the other hand, 
even if he wanted him badly, he was the clear-minded one and he knew he should know better than letting that 


adorably fuzzy-headed blow him right then. "I want you too, but tomorrow. You need to get some sleep now." 
| need to get some of my medicine" the brunette whined, rolling on top of his lover and pouting like a five 
year old kid. "I'm serious, Tay. | need ya. | want you to make some great love to me. You owe it to me." he 


purred, nipping the other man's neck. 


Again, the blonde giggled till Dave's knee was pushed between his legs and started stroking. Fuck if, he thought 
for the second time during that night. 


"You need doctor Hawkins, don't you?" Taylor whispered wickedly in the brunette's ear. 


"Damn right | do" Dave replied in a lustful tone, surrendering to his instinct. 


„| need you to need me 
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"You need doctor Hawkins, don't you?" Taylor whispered wickedly in the brunette's ear. 
"Damn right | do" Dave replied in a lustful tone, surrendering to his instinct. 


The blonde's hand wandered under the sick man's shirt, up and down that smooth back till they reached his 
pretty firm little ass, their erections becoming harder with each passing minute and rubbing against each 


other. The friction was delicious and Taylor soon forgot about his patients conditions, the pleasure too good to 


be denied. 


A hand was placed on the lower back of the brunette, strong arms sustaining him as Taylor got on top, 
pushing those perfect legs wider. Not a word was spoken as their gazes were fixed on each other's, hands 
pushing the clothes off their limbs as their arousal grew. When they were both finally naked, the blonde kissed 
his way down Dave's chest, teeth torturing those tiny pert nipples till they were sharp. Only then, his tongue 
traced the way down his stomach to his navel, making the brunette shiver as the tip of the velvety wet organ 
sank in the dip and teased him. 


When Dave looked down, he found hungry hazel eyes staring back at him, that wicked tongue still at work 


heading lower and lower. 

The brunette threw his head back on the mountains of pillows, dizziness hitting him as the lapping moved to 
his neglected length, traveling all along the foreskin, up to the top but careful to avoid the wet tip before 
licking back down to the base. Dave groaned with frustration, chuckling of his own reaction until the blonde 
disappeared between his legs, his hot mouth closing around his balls, one at a time, sucking on them softly. 
"Fuck, Tay" Dave howled, his fingers sinking in Taylor's blond mane and trying to force him to his cock as he 
lapped and kissed the sensitive trail of skin from below the sack to the base of the brunette's boner. "Fucking 
blow me already.” 

The blonde raised a brow, rest his chin on Dave's pelvis. "Please" he added, putting on an innocent smile. 


‘I'm the doctor, | know what's better for my patients, kid’ Taylor retorted and winked. 


| thought you would kiss me where it hurts" the brunette suggested, even if pouting a little. "Cause in case 


you're wondering, my dick really hurts." 


Taylor giggled, taking a good, professional look at his partner's hard-on. "I see, it's been dripping so far" he said, 
licking his lips before his tongue flicked to Dave's gland, a string of pre-come connecting the two. 


Before that sight, the brunette couldn't help but moan, panting as dribbles wetted Taylor's parted lips. Had he 
been allowed, Dave would've force that tight, hot mouth to his hard cock, pushing it to the very base, till the 
blonde's eyes were watering. He would fuck his mouth hard and fast, taking everything the young skilful man 
had to offer and giving back some more. Unfortunately, he was still a little too weak from the fever and he 
had to let Taylor lead. Soon enough though, his wishes were granted and that warm mouth engulfed him, 
setting a good pace that kept him coming for more but at the same time didn't push him over the edge. 


"Fucking hell, stop! Dave exclaimed abruptly. 


Taylor looked up, a little surprised to hear him say such words. Maybe he had changed his mind. Or maybe, as 
usual, the blonde had gone too far and the brunette was about to tell him it was over. Taylor still wondered 
why Dave didn't want to let himself go, but he didn't want to ask him just yet. He tried a couple time, but the 
answer was the usual fm not ready yet and since he decided to respect the brunette's decision, he stopped 
asking. Reluctantly, he sat on the edge of the bed, looking for his pajama pants to put back on when he heard a 
shy request. "I want you. | really do.” 


Slightly confused, Taylor looked at Dave. "You mean." 


"| mean what | said" the brunette murmured swiftly, his cheeks flushed, a hint of desperation in his voice. "l 


want you to want me. And | need you to need me." His eyes were locked on hazel ones. "Take me, Taylor.” 


Holy hell Good luck dealing with this, Taylor thought, blinking a couple times. He looked more than vaguely 


bewildered. "You sure, D?" 


‘Ive been wanting you for weeks. | wanted you to be only mine and now.. Now | know. | want to be yours" Dave 


swallowed, blush creeping up his face. "Like, totally yours." 


"Oh" When the realization hit the blonde, he grinned. Fucking boyscout, | should have known Taylor threw the 
pajama pants away as fast as he could and rejoined his partner on the bed, covering him in kisses full of 


desire. "| shall make you mine, then’ 


Dave chuckled at the playboy tone, but tensed a little when soft finger slid between his thighs and roamed 


around his hole. 


Is gonna hurt a little in the beginning" Taylor explained in a soothing tone, adjusting himself in the middle of 
the brunette's legs, spitting to coat the fingers before one entered gently the lying man. Dave groaned when 
the index slipped in too fast, but tried to relax anyway. 


"Sorry" 


After a few moments, another finger slid in as Taylor's kisses on his neck tried their best to distract him 
from the pain, melting with pleasure as skilful digits scissored him. When Dave was finally stretched enough, 
the hand was pulled away with a groan of the brunette, Taylor refraining from pushing himself in. 


"Are you ready, love?" Taylor asked caringly. A little overwhelmed, Dave nodded. "Relax now." 


Judging by the expression on the lying man, Taylor guessed it must be painful. Soft kisses danced all over the 
bare skin of the suffering man's chest, trying in vain to distract him from the unbearable burning feeling. Still, 


the blonde couldn't not listen to those groans as Dave's body tensed more and more as inches slid in. 
"We don't have to do it" the blonde murmured, finally stopping. 


"No, no. | want it" Dave replied, panting slightly. He had been gritting his teeth, even if Taylor wasn't looking. 
"Please" the brunette added, his palm stroking his partner's cheek, traveling down to the neck with need. Taylor 
resumed then his entering, Dave's fingers yanking at blond locks so hard it almost hurt, till the slender pelvis 
adhered to milky skin, the two breathed a sigh they didn't know they were holding. Genuine smiles lightened the 
atmosphere, the want feeling kicking back in and drawing them close, making their lips press one's against the 
other's as Taylor rolled his hips faster and faster, in circle and straight to the core that gripped tighter and 


tighter each time around him. 


"T-Taylor" Dave moaned breathlessly, his eyes closed and his forehead sweaty as he clung to his eager lover. 

Admittedly, the blonde's thrusts had been pushing him so close to the edge he didn't know how much more he 
could take of that, the pleasure so much more unbearable than he had imagined. Dave really couldn't believe it, 
the blonde wasn't even touching him. The fulfill feeling was just so intense, new and overwhelming, it didn't take 


the brunette long to give in to the most unconditional pleasure. 
"l-l'm coming Taylor... 'tm—fuck' he groaned, tilting his head back as he spilled himself on their sweaty chests. 


It took a little longer for the blonde but soon he followed, his body going steady as he filled the brunette to 
the brim. Dave admired as the muscles of Taylor's shoulders slowly relaxed, followed by his arm's, as he 


rested on the brunette's body, panting. 


"We are so lucky" the brunette whispered, guiding a hand down to caress the mane of his beloved one. They 
really were. His headache was gone - endorphin could do miracles - and the man he had wanted and crushed 
on for so long was in his arms, snuggling against him. Never mind the fever. Never mind Taylor's girlfriend. 
Never mind their argument. Never mind the rest of the world Heaven was there and he felt feverishly happy 
because of it. It was then, lost in thoughts, he heard a chuckle. 


"You dirty brat" the blonde purred, biting his belly jokingly. Hoping he wouldn't find out he was ticklish, Dave 
laughed and leaned forward to kiss his partner's head, his hand giving a playful slap at that bare ass on display. 


"You made a brat out of me. | used to be such a good boy" the brunette slurred, as a yawn escaped his 


mouth. He was still vaguely feverish despite the treatment given by his very irresponsible doctor. 


"Yeah, sure" a mock came in response along with a spank given back to its owner while Dave shifted in a more 


comfortable position, the blonde still on him. "We got only a problem now." 
"What?" The brunette raised his brow. 
"There's no tissue in here." 


It took him a while, but when the brunette realized Taylor was still in him and the closer lifesaver was the 


toilet paper in the nearby room, Dave wrinkled his nose. It was almost a happily ever after. 


Risky 
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| sure could've never foreseen such a ending. 

Remember that bullshit about popular chicks at school not hanging out with nerds | used to blabber about all 
day long? Well, I'm not sure Dave was listening. And even if he did, he would've ignored my wise words as he 
always do. He was too focused on his blondie, during his trip from rags to riches. 

| remember | asked him if he knew that wasn't a good idea. 


"You know this is not a good idea, right?" | said. 


He wrinkled his nose and ruffled his hair, lively eyes glancing at the watch. My watch. Fucker never bothered 
to buy one. 


"Yeah" he slurred, chewing frantically. Glee can make some men very nervous. 

“This is cruel." 

Puppy brown eyes glared at me. 

"Alright, never mind" | added with a surrendering sigh, waving my invisible white flag. Dave could be a donkey 
when he meant to, but he was still my best friend. Which remembered me | still had some benefits. From 
above my glasses, | shot him a knowing look. "But | guess poor little Liz's heart will be shattered after this 


morning." 


He let out a laugh and shook his head, appearing amused and very proud at the same time. That's right. That's 
what | tend to evoke in people. Parents. Bosses. Teachers. 


"Like father..." 
"Hey, I'm a born tiger" | pointed out, my index shoved in his chest. 
"More like walrus with weasel tendencies" he snorted. Never mind, you know? | had a new ally. | didn't need that 


disbeliever's support. The fact he was late because he was probably painting his long lashes for Dave, my 


Dave, was still a little awkward for me, but | could get used to it. In the meanwhile, | could be a man by 


myself. 


"You want a piece of me, boy?" | howled, resembling a fourteen year old more than a thug | knew | was. 


Alright, let's say | could be half a man. But | could still look scarier, and he knew it. 
He flashed me a grin and bumped my chest with his, getting something bigger than him started. 


"Huh? Got a problem with me?" he taunted me with a stern voice, as | tried to push him down by his shoulder 
and he yanked at my hair. | pulled his cap down on his eyes just as he stuck the glasses into my open mouth. 


"What are you weirdos doing?!" | heard a far voice complain, at some point. We turned our heads and noticed 
Taylor was on the entrance of the house, looking sharp as a golfer in his white shirt and.. flip-flops? Money 
isn't all, always said it. 


Shoving me away in a last failing attempt to prove he was manlier than me, Dave smiled brightly at his 


beloved one as Taylor walked up to the freaky one of us. 
"You look like a thousand bucks, T" my best friend told him proudly. And damn, sounded he sincere. 


When his boyfriend smiled back and batted his lashes, | felt like the worthless tip you leave on the counter of 
a bar when you have a thousand bucks in your pocket. Not that it felt bad, but | was still thinking of how to 


get in the panties of the school's sexiest chick. 


"| feel like a thousand bucks!" Taylor chirped, giving him a quick peck before turning to me. "Hey toddler" he 
then added, ruffling my hair. 


"And | wanted to stick with you" | protested in sarcastic tone. "You lost my vote, remind about it." 
A giggle followed. 
"Aww, sorry Joey. That means you're not hitching a ride from us anymore?" 


"Like hell, I'm here for your little beast!" | exclaimed, earning a scowl from Dave. Some things must be set out 


right away. "Not the one before my eyes, though. Where do you keep it anyway?” 


Taylor stretched and showed me the way to his car paradise. | followed him probably too close - | could still 
feel Dave's glare piercing my head - cause when he stopped to dial his password to open the gates of heaven, 
| found myself shoved into his back. Though, it stopped being awkward when he replied casually, "I keep it with 


my Lambo." 


My eyes were shining more than Dave's when Taylor showed up that morning and trust me, that says much 
about this whole story. | ran and squashed myself against hood of the red flame ride, purring with happiness 


as | savored my future as the shameless millionaire | was meant to be. 


When | raised my head, Dave's arm was already around Taylor's hips, a hand probably fondling that perfectly 


firm ass worth a billion. 


"You know you can adopt me right now, right? I'm still on the market" | specified, opening the car's door. The 
sly brunette trying to seduce my rich new best friend blew away my dreams when he moved me away, 


though. 
"Kids sit on the back. And buckle up or no ice cream for you later." 


| can't even start to tell you how much Dave loves bossing around. Fun, huh? | already had a favorite step- 
parent. And it wasn't the one bulling me into sit in the dog spot. Not that that was the kind of car built to 
bring pets around and let them admire the view. Or maybe it was? | couldn't tell with the animal sitting in 
front of me stretching his arms widely behind his neck as Taylor got out of the walkway. 


It took ten blissful minutes to get to school and face reality. My glory days had already came to an end. Even 
worse for my rich daddy, he still had to quit his official girlfriend for the hornier one. 


His hand was clasped around the gearshift even if we had parked half a minute before when Dave's closed 


gently around his and his thumb rubbed the skin. Taylor looked up and they share a quick smile. 
Its show time, isn't it?" he whispered, his throat suddenly too tight to sound lively as always. 


The other daddy nodded and they got out of the car, walking hand in hand through the garden right out of the 
university building. | kept my distances and held my breath as a bunch of amused and surprised eyes laid on 
the happy couple. Someone mocked them and they got a couple snapped twigs thrown at them but they kept 


on going proudly till their gazes met a certain girl's and her company. 


You could tell she wasn't surprised. She was frozen, to say the least. Surprisingly, one of the jocks preceded 
her, stopping Taylor with a hand on his chest. | remember | thought he had to be Liz's brother, but | don't 


know if he actually was. | had the impression he was. He looked calm but resolute. 


"Knock it off" he ordered Taylor, hinting at their intimacy. The blonde looked embarrassed but he didn't let his 
partner's hand go, he just squeezed it lightly. Dave looked pretty upset and irritated. Reasonably, | would say. 


When they didn't move or part, a very nervous looking Liz hurried up, blonde pigtails fending the air. She 
appeared incredibly calm as well, as if that was just a problem needing to be handled properly. 


"Don't waste your time on him, Jeff" she said, pushing the guy away gently. "We knew it was gonna happen, 
sooner or later. A queer's always a queer." She took a deep breath and looked at Taylor, avoiding Dave's gaze 


carefully. "Now. Let go of that hand." 


| saw Dave grit his teeth and squeeze Taylor's hand harder, as if it was Liz's and he wanted to pulverize it. On 


the other side, | think he was just frustrated and nervous. The calmness in the girl's voice didn't help. The 


whole picture looked crooked and the soundtrack was sly, too. 


"Please, Taylor" she repeated in a whisper, rolling her eyes but keeping calm. The whole chat was suddenly very 
intimate, | had to get out of the car and perk my ears hard to understand what the hell she was saying. "You 
know what will happen if you don't and I'm sure you're not ready to face the consequences. Am | right? Plus, 
you owe it to me. | helped you when you needed someone to get you out of troubles, we built something that 
worked for both. So I'm confident you'll follow my advice because if | was forced to, I'd have to break our deal. 


And we don't want it. We wouldn't see you ever again" 


Hearing those words, Taylor paled. His face changed drastically and he suddenly looked like a standing corpse. | 
had never seen him like that. Not when he was with Dave, at least. The guy lit up his vitality. Soon and quickly, 
he pulled his hand back as if someone pushed a button to make him do that. He looked just like a doll in that 
girl's tiny dirty hands. 


In response, she smiled weakly, it was mostly for the crowd anyway, | think. 
"Good choice. Now you'll come with me inside. Then we'll see." 


Dave, at a loss for words for the first time since | knew him, let his jaw fall on the ground. Incredulous, he 


asked Taylor: "What the hell is she talking about?" 


His voice reached a pitch and several eyes, previously pretending to be back to their readings and shit, went 
back on them. It took Taylor a few moments to turn to Dave, it was clear he was bailing. Dave looked at him in 


horror when he grabbed both the hands in his. 


"| will explain. | promise" the blonde murmured, guilt soaking his voice, his eyes vaguely watery as he let go of 
them and picked up Liz. She smirked with satisfaction, just throwing a glance radiating superiority and disgust 
towards my friend, then grabbed Taylor's sweaty palm and dragged him in as if she was walking on whipped- 
cream clouds. Everyone was silent and confused. Deeply confused. Especially Dave. When | approached him in 
order to took him back to the car, | noticed a tear falling down his cheek. He was speechless and heartbroken, 


all that people still watching.. 

"The party's over. Aren't you late?" | yelled, gesturing toward the main building. Slowly, everyone stood up and 
started chatting, as they entered. | carried Dave back to the car, not too close though, cause he looked in the 
mood to do something stupid. Actually, he didn't yet. He was still out of this world. 

"What the hell could it mean?" was the first thing he asked me. | shrugged. 


"He said he will explain. Trust him, for once." 


Back against the car's shiny red door, Dave slid down till his ass hit the ground and buried his face in his 


knees, covering himself with muscular drummer arms. 


"Here, here" | tried to comfort him, patting him on the head, but he was lost and soon, he was angry. He 
closed his fists and punched the Ferrari's side. "Holy shit, Dave! What the hell are you trying to do? Calm the 
fuck down!" | cried out. He calmed himself phisically, at least regarding the stupid throwing of punches around, 
but he started walking up and down the parking lot. 


"I can't understand" he kept repeating. "Fucking shithead!" he screamed, frustrated. Luckily, we were alone then 
Everyone was in. And thinking about it, a good idea would be taking Dave away from there too before he got 


crazy. 


| loaded him up on a shitty bus and we went to my place where he cried and drank and broke bottles in the 
backyard. Needless to say, | was as confused as he was, in addition to the slight fear of having to deal with a 


furious Dave. Cause | knew it was coming. | made him hold it all in, but it would come out eventually. 


And maybe, if | was lucky, | would be somewhere else by the time the shit hit the fan 


Slip through my fingers 
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How could | be so stupid? Dave asked himself once again, the walls of the empty room closing on him as he kept 
both his palm on his reddened face. He got what he wanted, now he's back to his bad habits. Thats the Taylor 
you wanted and it's just the one you get, the voice in his head hissed. He had cried, he had screamed and, in the 
end, Johnny got tired of him too. Like everyone did. 


The difference was Taylor walked away while his best friend kicked him away for good. Or so he liked to think 
Give him a second chance, he spurred the brokenhearted guy. You know he's special. Then, he tossed the 


brunette over a shoulder and drove him to Taylor's house, abandoning him to the butlers’ attentions. 


Staring at the ceiling, Dave smiled weakly. It was true. Taylor was really special. It was odd reflecting about it 
then and there, where they had shared so many special moments, hidden from the world. Now everything had 
come clear..and it didn't feel as good as Dave thought it would At least, Taylor owed him an explanation for all 


the patience the brunette had had and he meant to give him one, apparently. 


A weak knock on the half-closed door made him lean up on his elbows. Suddenly, his heart was racing, the 
pumping organ doing its best to pop out of his rib cage and the brunette himself was surprised it didn't 
happen yet. Dave took a deep breath, trying to empty his mind from all the thoughts fogging it. It was 
reckoning time. Time to come to grips with the bitter truth. And he sure was not ready for that. 


"Hey... 


The tone was sorry beyond all expectations, still the brunette felt the need to sit up and put on a straight 
face. He was still mad at the blonde and surely not in the mood for forgiving yet. Therefore, admitting guilt 
wasn't enough. He needed an explanation A very good one. And even if the blonde had it, Dave wasn't sure he 


would be able to forgive him. 
Told you he would be back He always comes back, doesnt he? 


Once again, the man he loved walked away with someone else, ignoring all of the promises he had made to him. 
In the brunette's experience, twice was enough to define a recurring pattern and he didn't feel like he was 
ready to smile happily and go on living a life with the guy who broke his heart and was gonna do it again and 


again. 


"Alfred told me you were here." 


‘| am" Dave shot back, clearly irritated His arms were crossed on his chest, breath held in his lungs. He didn't 
care how long he had to wait for an apology. He would rather die choked by himself than walking away like the 
one who hadn't been stabbed in the face. 


Taylor hung his head and dropped his body on the chair next to the door, before letting his face sink into his 
open palms. The desperation in the sigh he let out and the way his fingers sank into his hair told Dave 
something was very wrong. It wasn't just about Liz Dave had the confirmations to his doubts when bare knees 
trembled imperceptibly. For a second, he even thought Taylor might be crying. He wanted to go there, kneel in 
front of him and beg him to open up, but he himself was having issues opening up, at that point. Would things 
ever be fine again? Was he putting up a drama? Or was it Taylor, not being the one for him, acting so often 


like a dick? 
"My father." The blonde's voice broke. "Is." 


Ears perked and lips shivered as Taylor stopped talking. It was so hard seeing him in those conditions. The ever 
so lively and smug Taylor Hawkins, bent in two, weeping on a chair. He couldn't abandon him now, could he? 
Dave didn't know where he found all the energy he needed, but he eventually found it and stood up. What am | 
doing? He panicked for a few instants, his feet moving by their own will. He bent in from of the blonde and 
cupped his wet cheek, stroking it until Taylor found the strength to look up at him. 


"He's coming back. Like, over here." 
Dave nodded, more confused than ever. 


"IFs alright" he heard himself saying. What in hell are you saying, Grohl? An alarmed voice screamed inside of 
him. It wasn't alright. Nothing was. It was the less suggested time to meet his family, even if he'd never 
expected Taylor to come up with something like that. It wasn't like they were gonna marry. It wasn't like they 
had come out. 


"It's not!" 


And that's the realization hit him as a rock in the guts. Taylor didn't want him to meet his father. Taylor 
wanted him to hide. To go away. To fuck off. Again. For the umpteenth time. Maybe forever. And maybe for 
good! The shrieking evil voice added. 


"Oh" he murmured, standing up. "Sure." 
"Sure what?" Taylor raised his eyes. They were filled with pain and frustration to the brim, the tension about 


to spill drops again. "Its fucking over! If | break up with Liz, she's gonna spill the bean and I'll never see you 


again! And if | don't." Hazel eyes stared deep into Dave's soul, the young man was no longer able to shield his 


tender self. "If | don't, I'll never see you again anyway. Right?" 


The tiniest of smiles appeared and the brunette swallowed visibly, trying to buy some time with his silence, 


dozens of questions buzzing inside his head. 

"Okay. So." Let's put up with this mental shit all over again Let's try and understand his position Maybe it's all 
| should've done from the beginning. Maybe it's all is gonna take to drag myself down further. At least then, | 
wouldve have gotten why | can't manage to make it work. "Your father. Is coming back over here. And he 
clearly doesn't have a clue about his son swinging that way" he spat, sounding a little cynical. "Least of all, he 
knows about me. So you will keep on whoring because she won't shut the fuck up. Did | get it right?" 

Taylor tried to open his mouth to protest but he was hushed by a glare, so he simply nodded resignedly. 
"Basically." 

Dave's hand closed into a tight fist. 


"And you expect me to hide from your father and live in the closet. Once again" 


"| wouldn't ask you if it wasn't really necessary" Taylor retorted, shaking his head. He looked oddly nervous, 


uncomfortable. Unfortunately, Dave was on the verge of a mental breakdown. 
Enough. Enough! That's right when he exploded. 


"What about finding the balls to speak like the grown-up man you are? Did the thought ever fucking cross 


your mind?" 
Taylor quivered so visibly Dave almost bit his tongue on the last word he pronounced. 


"He..he will beat the shit out of me" the blonde blurted out, lowering his gaze to the floor. Both the young men 


stood still in silence, sinking into the awkward feeling of having reached a point of no return 
"Did he ever..2" 
Taylor nodded. "Yeah." 


"Shit" Dave hissed, approaching the other instinctively and closing him into a hug to hide the shame starting to 


show on his face. "| had no idea, T. l'm an idiot." 


"You couldn't know" the blonde replied quietly, pressed between his lover's neck and shoulder. A snort, sounding 


almost like a sneering laugh, was muffled against Dave's skin. "And it happened a long time ago." 


Cupping that smooth face with his hands, Dave looked into hazel puppy eyes and smiled softly and a little sadly. 
"It doesn't matter, | should've trusted you. Do you feel like telling me what happened?" 


Resolve 
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"It happened a long time ago." 


Cupping that smooth face with his hands, Dave looked into hazel puppy eyes and smiled sadly. "Do you feel like 
telling me what happened?" 


Again, the blonde nodded. He was letting himself go finally, and it was the best feeling ever. He finally had 
someone To lend a hear and a shoulder to cry on, someone who loved him for who he was, not for convenience. 
Someone he almost chased away. Someone that waited for him to come back, though. Alfred was night, Taylor 


thought. Dave is truly special and I almost lost him today. Damn, Im a fucking idiot 


"We used to hang out together, he was the first guy | met when | moved to Washington. My father was 
always abroad as usual, my mother was often too. | was sixteen when it all started. He was a year or Two 
older. One day, we were out, shooting hoops in the backyard of his house, goofing off and shit, and it just 
happened. He kissed me and | kissed him and we had sex on the couch of his living room. Nobody was home, it 


was the first time for both of us" Taylor smirked at the thought. 


"Soon enough, things became complicated. It was just a crush, to be honest. | wanted to save our friendship, to 
keep things as they used to be but he started messing around to hide the fact he was gay or get away from 
me, maybe. | don't know when and how his mother got the hint, but she started glaring at me the few times | 
went over to his place, at some point. We used to lock ourselves in his bedroom and fucked, talked, smoked. It 
was the closest thing to a romantic relationship | had ever had. One day though, his mom caught us making 
out in the parkway. She yanked at me and dragged him into their home, it was quite a funny scene if | think 
about it now" the blonde chuckled slightly. Chocolate eyes were full of sorrow more than ever, though. 


"Until she gave a ring to my father. He had never been a talkative man. So, that night.. | didn't know a thing 
about the surprise call, yet. Well, he summoned me into his office and asked me to lock the door. When he 
ordered me to bend over the desk, | was confused to say the least. When he unbuckled his belt, | knew he 
must've known He went down on me twenty times, | can still feel the blood leaving my knuckles as | gripped the 
edge of the table. But it wasn't over yet. When | thought he was over, | turned around and he told me | had 
dishonored him and the rest of the family, that | had no life worth saving. He grabbed me by the neck and 
choked me, he pinned me against the wall, glancing at the clock every once in a while. For some moments, | 
thought he would kill me. | remember | heard him say | would not be given a second chance to be so fucking 
sorry if that happened again and it broke something inside of me. But | managed to survive. He punched me 
hard till | got on the floor and kicked me till he thought | had passed out. Then he left. He had a meeting with 


his team or something. | was paralyzed, couldn't move a muscle. | didn't dare to. It's all still a little blurry in 


my mind, we never talked about it ever again after that night. He just sold our home in Washington, giving no 
explanation or whatsoever to my mother and we moved over here." The blonde swallowed, straight locks of 
hair falling over his face. "And | tried my best not to make it happen again. Till | met you." 


Dave couldn't help but giggle, despite the painful story. He felt like an awful person, but he really couldn't help 


himself. Taylor's confused face could only make it worst. 


"You tried your best? l'm sorry, but.. Please, you fucking hit on me that night at the bar" the brunette 


recalled. 


Taylor smiled, grateful that Dave didn't left as soon as the story time was over and he didn't react 
overdramatically. The brunette suspected that was exactly what he wanted, to break the tension Dave had 
never seen in such pain, it didn't felt right. For Taylor.. And he himself felt a little uncomfortable, too. He didn't 
know what to say or what might be appropriate to say. 


"Damn right | did, baby. You were fucking hot. The prettiest waiter of the whole place." 


The mood change was relieving for both, secretly in need for a break for the awful situation they were in 
Dave winked at him. "Of course | was. | hoped for some sexy jock to notice me and maybe ask me out, | knew it 


was my lucky night and | was right." 


"Yeah" Taylor giggled. "I don't know how really lucky you were, though. Hanging out with someone like me has 
been a fucking nightmare so far, hasn't it?" 


Dave shook his head and sighed. "You have to stop blaming yourself, T. You brighten my days and heat up my 
nights, | couldn't ask for nothing more." 


"Yeah, you could" the blonde added sadly. 
"Maybe. It doesn't mean l'm gonna quit you, though. You still should've told me, but we will fix this." 


Taylor cocked his head by the side, a lopsided smile painted on his face. To the brunette's eyes, he looked like 
the kid he met that night, same nonchalance, same gaze, while he was someone completely different. Maybe, 


Dave thought, he's always been. 


Rough lips were pressed against his, the little movement of air making him shiver as he welcomed Taylor's 
hunger. His wet tongue lapped at the tip of his tentatively, full of uncertainty, just as the hand crawling up 
under his shirt. Fingers dipped into the skin, a sense of need swallowing him and setting him fire. It was Taylor. 


Taylor was setting him on fire. 


Without saying a word, the blonde got rid of his own shirt as Dave did the same. Chests clung perfectly one to 
the other, their sweat mixing as mouth grew more and more eager. Soon enough, the blonde's hands found the 


other young man's belt and unbuckled it, yanking his owner to the edge of the bed, then tossing him on it. Dave 


was bewildered by that sudden passion, but that didn't stopped him from obliging the wishes of the man kissing 
his stomach. Eyes filled with lust looked up to him and smirked, as open-mouthed kisses were spilled all over 
the milky way of Dave's pelvis. 


When his tight jeans and his underwear were removed with no mercy, the fire got stoked. He wanted to stop 
badly and even harder he wanted not to, but one thing he couldn't ignore anyway was the stoic gaze staring 
down at him. Dave could feel Taylor inner fight as if it was happing inside of him; he could hear those eyes 
screaming ‘Shut up, let me have this little piece of Heaven for a last time! He could feel the fire flare up and 
swallow every hint of happiness behind hazel irises, forcing their owner to turn into ice. He could tell Taylor 


had been doing that for a long time. He knew now. He knew Taylor's pain, knew his needs. 


He kept silent and was accommodating till the very end, letting Taylor's groans fill his head as he had his 
wicked way with him. In the back of his head, he planned and convinced himself he ought to step in and do the 
right thing to do, the only one he himself owed that panting, strayed dog cuddling disconsolately against his 
chest. 


He finally knew. 


Growing up 
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Quick and painless, he repeated to himself, swinging on the balls of his feet. Quick and painless The clock tolled 


five o'clock. 


"What's up Fred?" Dave chirped, hands sunk deep into his pockets, walking up and down the shiny marble floor. 
Despite his dynamicity, he appeared as stiff as a stick as he marched like a soldier sent to his death. 
Reluctantly, the old man offered him a tight smile before approaching him and pushing him down on the little 
quilted couch in the empty and silent lounge, had it not been for the big clock placed in front of the brunette. 
Did it mean to mark the time of his death? Dave sighed. It made him nervous. More than he already was. 


More than he should have been. 


A wrinkly hand squeezed his shoulder lightly and he looked up. The sympathetic smile offered by the butler 
was slowly fading away and when the door on top of the stairs, the one always closed when he was at Taylor's 


place, creaked open. 


"Don't hold your breath, he'll be ready to see you in a while" the old man murmured. His smile was definitely 
gone, but it still seemed he was rooting for Dave. When the tips of fancy, polished man shoes fit into his vision 
line and the sound of the steps filled his ears, he knew it was time. No turning back. No hiding into closets. Half 
a second and he was up, straight as a guard at attention. No denial nor regret could push him to the front 
door now. Partly because he was frozen. Partly because he wanted to be there. He needed to be there. He was 


so sick, he was ready to punch the mysterious man without even having ever seen him. 
Now, he was almost scared to. 


"Hello?" a warm diplomatic voice echoed into the room. When Dave turned his head, however, he had to refrain 
from drooling. Dark hair slicked back, piercing blue eyes holding the gaze and a tanned skin to set everyone of 
his peers to envy sure were the business card of the house's owner. Even if he didn't resemble his son very 
much, he was the portrait of beauty and despite their physical differences, Dave thought there was something 
of Taylor behind that diplomatic expression. Maybe it was the way the left corner of his mouth bent upwards 
nonchalantly. Maybe it was the unwitting sensuality infused by the hint of looseness infused by that body, 
undeterred by being dressed in suit and tie. 


What. The. Fuck. Dave. Put your hormones to death, man. Daddy's the asshole that beat your boyfriend up. 


Never mind he looked like a model in his heyday and Dave looked like he was hanging on the lips of the man 


There was no way he could silence his hormones, but he still had to ignore them for his and Taylor's sake. 
"Good morning, Sir" he said, awkwardly. "I know you probably just came home from a long oversea stay." Spit it 
out buddy, you're running dry, he panicked for a second. "But we need to talk. | need to talk. To you. About 
things." 


The man stuffed a hand into his perfectly ironed pocket, not letting the young man miss the look he threw the 
brunette, sizing him up. Both didn't miss a beat and the businessman was beginning to find that entertaining. 


"About..things?" he sneered mockingly. 
Dave swallowed, a dead serious attitude finally getting the best of him. 
"About Taylor. 


For a few seconds, he saw the man's body stiffen, his face contorting into a scowl. Now, that looked way more 


like someone who could give his son the belt than like a respectable father. Hell, he didn't even look like one. 
"Not here" he replied after a while and nodded upwards. "In my office." 

Dave followed him up the stairs and preceded him into the large room, shivering as the door was locked behind 
his back. He wanted to protest, instead he hushed. Upon invitation, he then sat down, feeling as awkward as 


possible. 


Its not too late to cut and run, an evil voice inside of him hissed. He just ignored it and went on with his plan as 


soon as the man sat down on the..desk? 
The fuck? Is he really gonna try the modern dad approach now? 
I'm here because—" 


"| know what you're here for" the man cut him mid-sentence. Dave shifted uncomfortably against the 


backrest. Dont pop a boner now, you insensible prick! 

"You do?" he asked tentatively, his thoughts melting down his forehead. 
‘OF course. I'm not an idiot. What did Taylor tell you about me?" 

The last question caught him off guard. 


"Well, uhm.. not much.. but still enough to come here and tell you | won't back off and let you repeat what 
happened in Washington" 


The man listened carefully till the very hand. Hearing those last words, he threw his head back and laughed 


loudly. Dave thought he remembered him a male version of Cruella De Vil. 


"That's his favorite story, isn't it? What did he introduce this time? A new weapon of torture? Or is the belt 


still in vogue?" 


The scornful tone he used, added to the dirty look the man threw him, set Dave afire and he went off like a 


firecracker. 


"Oh, shut the fuck up" Dave said, surprising himself too. He sounded sloppy and disrespectful as he threw away 
his good manners in favor of some needed words of wisdom. "I know Taylor would never lie about something 
like this as much as you do know you'd be ready to do it again, if necessary. You got it written all over your 


face." 
What the shit, man? Adrenaline run through his veins, pumped straight from his heart. 
"| like you.. what's your name again? Ah, Dave. Right 


Except he never told him. So he must've made his researches about who Taylor was hanging out cause Alfred 


sure didn't look like an evil spy. 


"I like your cheekiness, Dave" he murmured seductively, stirring a little on the wooden table, the buckle of the 
belt shining as it reflected the sun light coming from the large windows behind his back. Here it comes, man, 
his conscience taunted him. What an open book you are, even without popping a boner. The knot in Dave's 
stomach tightened. "It would be a pity having to tame you. Your colleague in Washington was way wiser. 


Considering you come from the same place but already look ten times smarter than him, | know you will do 


the right thing." 


"| don't care" Dave simply retorted, slightly disgusted by the real identity of the man surfacing so quickly. 
What did that man have in common with the sweet, funny guy he fell in love with? "You won't tell me what to 


do and you sure won't treat Taylor as a prisoner any longer." 


So saying, he stood up and headed to the door when he heard someone running up the stairs and stopping by 
the other side of the door. For an instant, his heart stopped. Then, the handle was turned in vain. A knock 
followed. Than a kick, two. A sequence of punches against the wood. They let Dave know he did the right thing 
by going there. 


‘Open up!" Taylor shouted. 
Instinctively, Dave leaned against the door and savored the moment, a hearty smile spreading on his face and 


softening his expression, before he unlocked the deadbolt, the blonde jumping into his arms and hugging him 
tightly. By the way his body tightened more and more, ready to kick the world but holding back instead, he 


must be glaring at his father. This was new. Dave had presume Taylor was fearful of his father, considering 
what he did and how tight he was about opening to romantic relationships. Eventually, he must've gotten rid of 


it. Don't get any idea, it must be just adrenaline, the inner evil voice told him. 


Or maybe, knowing Dave was locked inside a room with that nasty man made something stir inside of him. That 


protective side everyone talked about when it came to relationships. 


"Let's go" Taylor simply said after a while. No instigation nor a fit of rage was taken out on the older man. The 
blonde was cold as ice and he was proud of him. He looked so different from the Taylor he met a few weeks 
earlier. Dave looked him in the eyes and nodded, feeling a warmth into his chest that could have set afire the 
whole office. Only a faint voice behind their backs stopped them before crossing the exit. 


"If you leave.. don't you bother coming back. | meant it, Taylor.” 


Gaze fixed on the stairs before him, Taylor squeezed Dave's hand as he walked away with his boyfriend 
without hesitation. 


Got my mind set on you 
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At first, it was refreshing. Almost like dewdrops gliding down Taylor's face. It was enjoyable and the blonde 


smiled in his half-sleep. Until it became more insistent, wet and rough. 
"Come on D" he grumbled, rolling on his side, one arm angled with a hand dangling in front of his closed eyes. 


Unfortunately, that didn't seem to stop Taylor's bedmate, who resumed the lapping and let out a playful growl. 


The fuck? One eye opened, encouraging a sleepy smile to follow and come out. 
"Hey Bart" the young man chirped happily, scratching the little dog behind his ear. 


Preceded by its wagging tail, the Maltese puppy barked and turned around, shoving its little muzzle under its 

owner's hand and licked his face eagerly. He seemed to like the new arrangement. Taylor lifted him in the air, 

arms stretched out, and watched the dog staring right back at him. Only after a few moments, he turned his 
head and put the pet down. 


Once again, the bed was empty if not for his half naked body. The only difference - as if the circumstances 
weren't unusual enough - was that he wasn't at his place. Well, technically that was supposed to be his new 
home. He couldn't get used to how hard the mattress was. By what he could see from the bed - which wasn't 
much ~, the kitchen looked like a rather fine mess, too. George Harrison's Got My Mind Set on You was playing 
on the radio though, and Bart was there. 


Still, no Dave in sight. 


What if Dave was already regretting having such a spoiled kid moving in with him? Taylor smelled his own 
armpits and pulled a face. To realize to be stinky and spoiled, what a great start to a day. Propped on his 
elbows, the blonde was thinking about it and more issues, when he heard someone whistling. It was someone 
coming from the kitchen and bringing a sweet smelling scent into the tiny bedroom, someone that made a 


bright smile stretch wide on Taylor's face. 


"Morning, sleepyhead" Dave said with a grin. He looked quite happy, definitely in love, apparently not in the mood 
for kicking Taylor out.. yet. "I'm making pancakes. You want some?" he asked, approaching the guest. Instead of 
answering right away, Taylor raised a brow and reached out, pulling the brunette on him and stealing a long 
good-morning kiss that made the both of them smile in the middle of action. 


"I know exactly what | want some of, right now" Taylor purred, unbuttoning Dave's black shirt. A shit-eating 


grin spread on his face. "And sorry, it's not pancakes." 


Drawing back a little, the man on the bottom noticed how pretty and unaware the brunette was, lying there in 
that stiff, unnatural position, wearing fancy work clothes, with a look on his face screaming 7 hope you don't 


plan on messing me up too much cause Im ready to go to work: 


Taylor thought it was adorable. And funny, cause he actually wanted to rip the clothes off that lovely, decent 


guy and drag him into the shower. The innocent look Dave pulled made him want to do it even more. 


Between one kiss and another, the brunette let himself go against the body underneath him, relaxing 


considerably. 
"There's hot water in this hole, right?" Taylor blurted out unceremoniously. 


"Heyl" Dave protested, raising a brow in disapproval. "Don't talk like that about my hole!” Then, he smirked 
knowingly. "Anyway, it depends." 


"On what?" the blonde questioned. 
"On what you'll need it for." 


"Well, it's a surprise.” Squirming from under his body, Taylor winked and grasped him by the waist. "Why don't 


you join me in the shower and find out?" 


Dave rolled his eyes, clearly hinting at his already clothed self and his still recoverable hair. Leaning toward a 
little cracked mirror hanging on the wall, he fixed his new bangs up. He even managed to find a comb into the 
mess his bedroom was, only to brush his brand new sideburns. It was clearly intended to take the piss out of 


his partner and it sure worked, in the most affectionate way ever. 


It was the newfound, lovely way to flirt with and tease each other they had been missing for so long. Giddiness 
was back and none of them was willing to let go of it ever again. Both smiled at the realization, before Taylor 


ruffled Dave's hair and holed up into the small bathroom, chased after by the brunette. 
"Oh fuck" the blonde swore as the other one pushed him into the shower with a horny expression on his face. 
The free hand freed Dave from the constriction of his trousers and it was a matter of seconds before the 


shirt was thrown on the floor, too. 


"You don't need these" the brunette growled, lowering the boxers down the blonde's legs. Once they were kicked 
out of the way, Dave closed the door behind his back and opened the hot water. 


"Is it hot enough for you, my little spoiled slut?" he asked, starting to kiss and bite his lover's exposed neck. 


The other squirmed and groaned before giving in, his hand squeezing the back of Dave's neck softly. Biting a 


little more passionately and into deep, the brunette fondled Taylor's ass, knowing well he won. 


"You're a pig, D" Taylor giggled into his ear as he lowered onto his nipple and took it between his teeth. He was 
okay with Taylor's choice to not eat the pancakes, but he was still hungry. So hungry.. 


"Wank me" the blonde whined. 


"You're fucking demanding, you know that?" he retorted sarcastically, wrapping a fist around Taylor's neglected 
boner as he knelt down in front of him. He himself was left untouched by the spoiled quest, but he was so 
beaming he didn't mind. Moreover, if the blonde had dared to touch him back then, he would've come in zero 


point five seconds, so it was better. 


"Still want me to wank you?" he teased Taylor, round chocolate eyes looking up at him. Dave's half-opened 


mouth was a few inches away from that raging boner and Taylor was beginning to drool and falter. 


"Well. Maybe you're allowed to please me with your mouth now" he suggested, wearing an innocent expression 


Hearing that, Dave raised his brows. There was still something missing. "Please?" 
So much better. 


In a heartbeat, the brunette lapped at the dripping slit and savored the blonde's precome together with the 
surrendering face of his sweetheart. Soon enough, he closed his lips around the tip and started sucking on it 
gently, his eyes closed to focus on the intensity of the situation. Inch after inch, the cock hit his throat and he 
felt tears poll in his eyes. Every time, the limit moved a little further and before the gag reflex could kick in, 
Taylor was fucking his mouth hard and fast, a hand holding his head there kindly. It didn't last long though, the 


same hand pushed him away too soon 
"Up" Taylor ordered and Dave obliged eagerly. 


This time, it was the blonde's hand the one closing around the other's aching erection. Dave let out a sigh of 
relief as the palm rolled onto the glans. 


"Fuck yeah" the brunette groaned, leaning his back against the cold wall tiles. All the while, his hands ghosted 
around until they grabbed hips, slamming Taylor's pelvis against his own, their hard-ons grinding one against 
the other with need. He could feel the hot breath of the blonde against his wet collarbone, those sneaky 


fingers slipping into his wet hair, then running down his chest and gripping his chin resolutely. 


"I love it when you talk dirty, baby" Taylor purred into Dave's ear, lips brushing against it. Lost in sensations, 
the brunette closed his eyes when the tongue of his lover traveled along his jaw and reached his ear with no 
hesitation, its tip dancing all along the auricle in the most seductive way. When he nibbled his lobe lasciviously 


and got a hold of both their dicks, yanking them harshly, Dave felt his knees giving up. 


"You're such a horny bastard. And the best part is l'm the only one who gets to see you beg this 
shamelessly." A flashing grin was caught out of the corner of the brunette's eye, making him melt even more 
if possible. 


"Yes" he cried out in response, wrinkling his face as the overwhelming pleasure got the best of him. Now 


Taylor was milking him faster, driving him closer and closer to the edge. 


"People have no idea of what a filthy little slut you are when you spray that delicious cream into their coffee" 


the blonde added with a little giggle. 


Dave himself smirked at the pun, a gasp getting him back in line as Taylor squeezed his balls. Instead of feeling 
irritated as he thought he would have been, the brunette reached out and let his palms climb up his lover's 
smooth back. It was muscular and so pleasing to the touch, it made him want to go on forever and never allow 


Taylor to go back from him again. 


"You know you wanna come so bad" that voice full of desire teased him and he gave in, giving his everything to 
his owner, letting him get the upper hand as he nodded. "Say it." 


"Fucking cock tease" the young man hissed, so close to his climax it seemed ridiculously pointless to put up a 


fight at that moment. "Just finish me." 


Taylor's chuckle echoed into the small bathroom stall as a voice from far away, as pleasure rushed over Dave 
in waves, his come splashing against the blonde's stomach in the most erotic way. Maybe it was his hormones’ 
fault, but the brunette thought he was in heaven for a bunch of seconds. The prettiest of angels was driving 


him insane with his hands, steam was pouring pleasantly into his pores and.. 
"Holy shit, the pancakes!" 


Before Taylor could protest, Dave washed his manhood briefly and jumped out of the cubicle, looking for a 
towel. Hazel eyes followed all of his movements as their owner washed himself out of his sleepiness. Once Dave 
was half dressed, he rushed to the kitchen only to find the breakfast he prepared with so much love being 


char. 


"You've been here for less than twenty-four hours and my apartment is already burning down. How about 


that?" 


Lazily, Taylor made his entrance into the kitchen, yawning and stretching as he got a closer look of the 


survived pancakes. 


"Shut up, you love me babe" he winked at Dave. With a glance, the brunette noticed how unsteadily and low the 
towel was hanging around his hips and he had an idea. A wicked idea to get back at his guest for making him 
burn their lovely breakfast. 


"Lemme do this the right way" the blonde said, grabbing a pair of eggs from the fridge and walking back to the 


burners. "Where—shi* was what came out of his lips a second later when Dave's mouth engulfed him. 


He dropped the eggs into a frying pan unceremoniously and held himself up by leaning to the counter. Not 
much he could do about the good looking brunette sucking him off on his knees, considering his eyes were 


glued to said charmer's. 


"This is for making me look like a bad cooker" Dave purred. Before the blonde could protest, his mouth was 
again on his dick, sucking it in earnest, with an intensity that made Taylor only want to wear an apron and burn 
pancakes for the rest of his life, had the man in front of him wished so. That sounded like a pretty Dantesque 


punishment, but he was willing to take it in exchange of the piece of heaven he was getting down there. 


"Dave.." he moaned, a hand buried into the other's new haircut. The brunette looked up expectantly. "I'm about 


to.. Fuck." 


It didn't last a minute longer. Right then, he flooded his partner's throat, enjoying the way it tightened around 
his member, milking it delightfully to the very last. A sigh of relief followed by a quick peck by Dave was the 
official ‘good morning. Taylor watched him redress and fix his hair as a funny look of disapproval was shot in 


his direction. 


"Now l'm hungry. Fucking feed me already" he chirped playfully, once Dave was fully dressed. That sure was 
what made him earn a towel in the face that morning and he hoped it would have worked for all the mornings 
of the rest of his life, cause he was confident he would never get tired of it. Despite having to cook pancakes 
by himself, of course. 


- THE END - 


